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TEST YOURSELF 
Yes No 


OO Are you satisfied with 
your mental power? 

D O Do you feel rested when 

ou get up in the morn- 


ng? 

O O Do you finish every job 
you tackle? 

D O Are you in tip-top shape 
physically ? 

GC oO Do you control tension, 
fear, worry, “nerves”? 

D O Do people like you? 


cC] DJAre you “getting ahead” 
In your work? 

C O Do you use the power of 
your subconscious mind? 

(J O Is_your life full, success- 
ful, happy? 


If you have to answer NO to 
any of these questions you are 
not getting the most out of 
your llfe. Yogism can help you, 
an 


YOU CAN TEST ITS RESULTS FREE! 


DON'T WAIT A MINUTE LONGER! 
, YOU ARE STARTING ON THE WAY 
“TO A NEW LIFE... 


ACT NOW! WRITE TODAYI 


= THE ANCIENT WISDOM 


YOGA OF THE EAST 


adapted to the needs of Western man, gives you 
a healthy body and a calm, confident mind. 
European students have long marveled at the 
miracles accomplished by Yoga training — now 
available to Americans in the exclusive 12- 
lesson life-science course. The results are 
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FOR REAL JOB SECURITY 
-GET 1.6.$. TRAINING 


“You can stop worrying, Jane. 
My job’s secure now! And here’s 
the insurance policy to prove it— 
my I.C.S. diploma!” 


This feeling of security is 
probably typical of every E.C.S. 
graduate. Because~as the job 
situation gets tighter, the man 
with I.C.S. training has the 
advantage. 


Why? Your ICS. diploma tells 
your present employer three im- 
portant things: (1) You want to 
make the most of your present job. 


(2) You have the training you 
need for advancement. (3) You 
look for better ways of doing things 
on your own. 


What you ‘do about your fu- 
ture is up to you. Do nothing 
and stay at your present job at 
the same old pay. Or earn an 
LC.S. diploma in your spare 
time for security, promotions, 
more pay! Your first step és to 
mark the course that interests 
you in the coupon below, and 
mail it to us. 


Free books 


We'll send you two interesting 
books. The first, “How to Suc- 
ceed,” is a gold mine of helpful 
tips. Points out many small things 
in your personality and behavior 
that can make the difference be 
tween success and failure. The 
second book tells you about the 
opportunities in the field of your 
choice. 


For Real Job Security — Get I. C. S. Training! 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 


Costs pennies a day 


Many an I.C.S. student has made 
up the cost of his course in one 
month with the salary increase his 
ICS. training earned for him. By 
studying at home in your spare 
time, you pay yourself many times 
an hour more than you’re now 
making. (One student reports — 
“My I.C.S. course was worth $95 
an hour to me.”) 


The security of your pres- 
ent job—or the success in find- 
ing the new job you’ve always 
wanted—is in your hands, Move 
ahead with I.C.S. training 
while others stay behind on the 
routine, simall-pay jobs. Re- 
member, your first step to se- 
curity and success is to mail 
this coupon. Take -a few min- 
utes and do it note. If you put 
it off, it can cost you your- 
future. 


L.C. S., Scranton 9, Penna, 


ICS 
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FREE SAMPLE LESSON 


IF you're that man, here’s something that will 
interest you. 

Not a magic formula—not a get-rich-quick 
scheme—but something more substantial, more 
practical, 

Of course, you need something more than just 
the desire to be an accountant. You've got to pay 
the price—be wi!ling to study earnestly, choroughly. 

Still, wouldn't it be worth your while to sacri- 
fice some of your Jeisure in favor of interesting 
home study—over a comparatively brief period? 
Always provided that the rewards were good—a 
salary of $4,000 to 810,000? 

An accountant’s duties are interesting, varied 
and of real worth to his employers. He has standing! 

Do you feel that such things aren't for you? 
Well, don’r be too sure. Very possibly they can be! 

Why not, like so many before you, investigate 
LaSalle’s modern Problem Method of training for 
an accountancy, position? 

Just suppose you were permitted to work ina 
large accounting house under the personal super- 
vision of an expert accountant. Suppose, with his 
aid, you studied accounting principles and solved 
problems day by day—easy ones at first—-then 
more difficult ones. If you could do this—and 
could turn to him for advice as the problems be- 
came complex—soon you'd master them all. 

That’s the training you follow in principle un- 
der the LaSalle Problem Method. 

You cover accountancy from the basic Prin- 
ciples right up through Accountancy Systems and 
Income Tax Procedure. Then you add C. P. A. 
Training and prepare for the C. P. A. examina- 
tions. 

As you go along, you absorb the principles of 
Auditing, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Sta- 


tistical Control, Organization, Management and 
Finance. 

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make 
it—depending on your own eagerness to learn 
and the time you spend in study. 

Will recognition come? The only answer, as 
you know, is that success does come to the man 
who is really trazned. It’s possible your employers 
will notice your improvement ina very few weeks 
or months. Indeed, many LaSalle graduates have 
paid for their training—with increased earnings 
—before they have completed it! For accountants, 
who are trained in organizationand management, 
are the executives of the future. 


Send For Free Sample Lesson 


For your own good, get al! the facts. Write for our 
free 48-page book, “Accountancy, The Profession 
That Pays’’"—also the free sample lesson so you can 
prove to yourself that you cam master accountancy 
quickly, choroly in spare time at home. 


Over 4,000 Certified Public Accountants 
among LaSalle alumni 


LASALLE extension UNIVERSITY 


A Correspondence institution 
Dept. H800, 417 S. Dearborn St., Chicago 5, Ul. 


Send me without obligation, Free Sample Lesson 
and “Accountancy, The Profession That Pays. 
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Editorial:- 


ECENTLY two events oc- 
curred in these United States 
of America which must be 


a source of complete baffle- 
ment to the “saucer observ- 
ers” who are supposed to be 
gathering information about us. 


If these observers are merely in- 
habitants of another planet, they 
cannot be other than completely 
puzzled; and if they are highly ad- 
vanced ethereal beings acting as 
guardians and guides to Earth’s 
humans, even so they must be sad- 
ly disappointed in their task and 
its results. These two events de- 
serve a lot of comment, and they 
are getting it, but not as related 
events. Therefore the comment is 
rather pointless, since the real 
point cannot be made without tak- 
ing the events together, as one 
unit. 

The first event seems to be quite 
a noble one: It has to do with 
President Eisenhower’s change in 
the Declaration known as The 
Pledge of Allegiance to the United 
States. It remains as it always 
has been, with one exception: two 
words have been added. These 
words are “under God” and they 


are inserted at the point where we 
say “one nation, indivisible.” It 
is certainly a fine thing of the 
president to remind us that this 
nation was dedicated “under God” 
and that its people and its govern- 
ment exist in harmony with the 
laws of God and under His eye, 
and with constant regard for God- 
like behavior. President Eisen- 
hower might have been inspired to 
make this change because this na- 
tion is not as God-like as it should 
be; because it does not take God 
into account in all its actions. Per- 
haps he has recognized that we 
are at fault in that we have begun 
to forget that we ave a nation un- 
der God, and not under Satan. It 
is a sad thing that there must be 
such recognition, but it is a good 
thing that he has done something 
to replace God in our oath of al- 
legiance. Allegiance to God should 
come before allegiance to country. 
Nor can there be allegiance to 
country which is sincere and real 
without allegiance to God. The 
godless are nothing. They drift in 
a vacuum. At the worst, they are 
devoted to evil. America must 
remember its God, and live as its 
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THE POWER THAT CAN GET YOU 
ANYTHING IN LIFE YOU WANT! 


Whatever you want in 1954—a new home, a happier mar 
riage, a healthy state of mind and body, a better job, more 
money — here is a remarkable method for turning your 
desires into REALITIES: 


THE MAGIC OF BELIEVING 


(The Science of Setting Your Goal—and then Reaching It} 
by Claude M. Bristol, writer, lawyer, lecturer 


This unusual book shows you how to put your inner mind 
to work—how to utilize the power of your subconscious 
mind to help you overcome obstacles and succeed in whatever 
you want to accomplish. 

Here is the secret of what women call intuition—religious leaders 


call revelation—gamblers call hunch—top executives call personal magnetism. "The 
Magic of Believing’ shows you: 


How you can win success by working less hard than you do now. 

How belief makes things happen. 

How to get what you want easily through a process of making mental pictures, 
How to use “the law. of suggestion” to step up your effectiveness in every: 
thing you do. 

How to let your imagination find the ways and means of pushing obstacles 
aside for you. 

How “the mirror technique” will release youg subconscious. 

How to project your thoughts and turn them into achievements. 


You can put this powerful force to work for you at once. In just 10 days you will begin to see 
bow this remarkable merhed can change your entire life! it will reveal to you what steps to take; 
what decisions to make; who to sec; what to say; when and how, "The Magic of Believing” can 
enable YOU to turn ideas into riches, dreams into reality; failure into success. 


READ THIS REMARKABLE BOOK 10 DAYS FREE 


See for yourself—without risk or obligation—how `The Magic 
of Believing’: reveals the practical vi to get more of everything 
you want out of lfe. Mail cuapon | below. 
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wanting and y ing ts 
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God has indicated it should. 

The second event had to do with 
a person whose name is quite a bit 
longer than God’s: it has to do 
with Dr. J. Robert Oppenheimer. 
Recently, judged by a special re- 
view board of three men, a scien- 
tist, a politican, and a business ex- 
ecutive, he was found a “security 
risk” and henceforth denied access 
to “classified atomic (and other 
important) scientific information”, 
His “loyalty to his country” was 
unquestioned, but he was adjudged 
“weak” and not_to be depended 
upon not to “leak” secrets to our 
enemy, Russia. Oppenheimer was 
the man who played the biggest 
part in giving us the atomic bomb. 
He did more than any one man to 
end the second World War, and to 
give America its leadership in 
atomic weapons. 

We are not concerned with jus- 
tice here. It isn’t a matter of jus- 
tice we want to bring up. Actually 
it has nothing to do with Mr. Op- 
penheimer. It has more to do with 
two other individuals, Gordon 
Gray, president of the University 
of North Carolina; and Thomas A. 
Morgan, former president of the 
Sperry Corporation. It was these 
two who voted against scientist 
Oppenheimer. Chemistry profes- 
sor Dr. Ward V. Evans called the 
vote “a black mark on the escut- 
cheon” of the United States. What 


he meant, we don’t know; perhaps 
he was referring to the injustice of 
the vote. That Oppenheimer’s 
scientific future is ruined, nobody 
denies. 


But what was the most import- 
ant point (to us, and to many oth- 
ers, especially scientists—who ex- 
pressed their disapproval in a for- 
mal condemnation of the deci- 
sion)? In order that there will be 
no confusion, we will quote it 
(partly from the majority report 
itself): 

“We believe that, had Dr. Op- 
penheimer given his enthusiastic 
support to the (H-bomb) program, 
a concerted effort would have been 
initiated at an earlier date. Fol- 
lowing the President’s decision 
(Jan. 31, 1950) he did not show 
the enthusiastic support for the 
program which might have been 
expected of the chief atomic ad- 
viser to the government under the 
circumstances. 

“We must make it clear that we 
do not question Dr. Oppenheimer’s 
right to the opinions he held with 
respect to the development of this 
weapon . We are willing to as- 
sume that they were motivated by 
deep moral conviction. We are 
concerned, however, that he may 
have departed his role as scientific 
adviser to exercise highly persua- 
sive influence in matters in which 
his convictions were not necessar- 


Secrets 
entrusted 
toa 

few 


The Unpublished Facts of life- 


THERE are some things that cannot 
be generally told—things you ought to 

ow. Great truths are dangerous to 
some—but factors for personal power 
and accomplishment in the hands of 
those who understand them. Behind 
the tales of the miracles and mysteries 
of the ancients, lie centuries of their 
secret probing into nature’s laws— 
their amazing discoveries of the hid- 
den processes of man’s mind, and the 
mastery of life’s problems. Once shroud- 
ed in mystery to avoid their destruc- 
tion by mass fear and ignorance, these 
facts remain a useful heritage for the 
thousands of men and women who pri- 
vately use them in their homes todays 


THIS FREE BOOK _ 


The Rosicrucians (not a religious 
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organization) an age-old brotherhood 
of learning, have preserved this secret 
wisdom in their archives for centu- 
ries. They now invite you to share the 
practical helpfulness of their teachings. 
Write today for a free copy of the 
book, "The Mastery of Life.” Within 
its pages may lie a new life of oppor- 
tunity for you. Address: Scribe H.T.S. 
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ily a reflection of technical judg- 
ment, and also not necessarily re- 
lated to the protection of the 
strongest offensive military inter- 
ests of the country. 


“We find his conduct in the hy- 
drogen bomb program sufficiently 
disturbing as to raisea doubt as to 
whether his future participation, if 
characterized by the same attitudes 
in a government program relating 
to the national defense, would be 
clearly consistent with the best 
interests of security.” 

That ends our quotation, which 
is out of context, but we desire 
only to make one point which has 
nothing to do with “security”. 
Thus we have quoted: only what is 
pertinent to our point, which we 
will now bring up. 

What was Dr. Oppenheimer’s 
“attitude”? What were his “opin- 
ions”? What was it that was “mo- 
tivated by deep moral convic- 
tions”? Briefly, Dr. Oppenheimer 
deemed it advisable to go slow on 
the H-bomb project on both polit- 
ical and moral grounds, and even 
expressed a legitimate doubt as to 
its scientific aspects. Morally, we 
can only assume, Dr. Oppenheimer 
looked on the Hell Bomb as we 
ourselves do, and as many human 
beings do—as a monstrous thing, 
a morally incompatible creation, an 
uncivilized weapon. He hesitated 
to thrust such a thing on a human- 


ity already suffering from horror 
beyond belief. Dr. Oppenheimer’s 
attitude, opinion and moral con- 
viction was rooted in two simple 
little words. Those words have 
just been placed in our oath of al- 
legiance, certainly not without rea- 
son, by President Eisenhower. Can 
we, as a nation, exist “under God” 
if we must deny our moral sense, 
stifle our opinions of what is right 
and wrong, march as automatons, 
unthinking, unfeeling. in an army 
whose only tenet is “security, and 
morals be damned!”? 


Think of what has been express- 
ed by the majority opinion, this 
split decision by three men. We 
must not let moral values influ- 
ence our thinking regarding the 
weapons of offensive war! We re- 
peat, of OFFENSIVE war. And 
if anyone connected with the de- 
fensive and offensive military ef- 
fort dares to express a moral con- 
sideration, he must no longer be 
allowed to take part in the science 
he has chosen to pursue, but must 
be cast out, denied information es- 
sential not only to bomb-making, 
but to the easing of human suffer- 
ing, the curing of ills, the science 
of the atom. 

Is this nation really “under 
God?” President Eisenhower says 
it is, but Gordon Gray and Thom- 
as A. Morgan say it, js not. 

It is of no concern to us that 
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You Can Master 


the Power of Your 
“Sixth Sense” = 


Buned deep among the atoms of your inner mind 
there ıs a mystenous sixth sense which 1s capable 
of producing seeming miracles 

How often have you had the feeling someone 
was staring at you — then tumed around and found 
that someone WAS stanng at you? You hadn't seen 
that person. How did you know? 

How many times have you been talking or think. 
ing about a person — then suddenly he or she ap- 
peers? You had no reason to expect him (or her) 
But your inner mind knew! 

Do you ever have the premonition that some- 
thing 1s going to happen — then, bingo! — that very 
thing DOES happen? 

Have you ever started to say something at ex- 
actly the same instant thet someone else started 
to utter the SAME words? 

Have you ever had a dream — end then seen 
your dream become a reality, just as your inner 
mind hed pictured it? 

We've all had uncanny expenences like these 
You cant possibly explain them unless you admit 
thet you DO have a sixth sense but this mystenous 
power is developed to a higher degree in some 
people than in others. 

Some years ago the noted "father of modem 
psychology.” Will James of Harvard, made the 
astonishing statement that most people use only 
10% of their mental powers! The other 90% lies 
idle Now at last, science 13 making it easy for us 
to USE that vast reserve of brain power! 

A few people seem to know instinctively the 
secret of harnessing this power Others must leam 
But once you leam the secret NOTHING ıs be- 
yond your power — NOTHING IS IMPOSSIBLE! 

This doesn't mean we can all be Einsteins, 
Edisons or Fords It does mean that we can have 
the happiness, peace of mind and feeling of se- 
cunty — plus the success in our chosen Iife’s work 
—which we have every nght to want and expect! 


Man Is Just Now Beginning to Learn 
the True Power of the Human Mind! 


For almost a hundred years, scientists have known 
about and talked about atomic energy It 1 only re 
cently that something has been done about it 

Likewise, the most amazing and mysterious powers ol 
the inner mind were known to ancient sages, wise men, 
alchemists and philosophers. Theis knowledge of these 
culous forces never died It has been pasted down 
through the centuries by a chosen few of each decade 
Now these secrete are being brought to light for the 
first time Now you and I can benefit hy the precious 
kmowledge of the inner mind — and learn how to put 
thow lorces to work! 


As You Think — So You ARE! 


That phrase conies Irom the Bible It w just as true 
as 2.000 years ago! But NOW we have the 
o think along fhe righe hnes’ Now we know how 
much betier we can make our lives by amply releaning 
and putting to work the tremendous forces which have 
been lying dormant in ow minds! 


These Uncanny Experiences PROVE YOU Have a ‘‘Sixth Sense’! 
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Ol course you'd lie to have a better home A hap- 
pier, fuller hfe. More understanding, respect and afec- 
tron Irom your family, friends and associates Greater 
success in you e wi More genuine secunty and 
peace of mind in this troubled world! 

You can have all these things in abundance — soon? 
Nothing 1 impossible — nothing ua beyond your reach 
—when you know how to use The Secret of The Power 
Within You 

Ben Sweediand, known ta millions throughout the 
United States Radio's Consulting Psychologut and 
who hae cor uted many works in the field of applied 
peychology — quite accidentally discovered the chrect 
contact between the two minds of man — and how one 
can—at will — call upon Great mental powers. 

The personal pronoun " elers to the mental self, 


Sweetland hes taught lor yeara When ths word ia 
added to another, it becomes an instruction to self 
“The only difference between the go- getter and the ne'er- 
a that one 
[i 


do- well,” this psychologist published in 1935, 
thinks in terme of “i Can” and the other rue 
He taught hie follower to bold ta the thought "I Can” 
and in a large number of cases, they proved they could 
= they did things 

One great truth was definitely establiaahed The worda 
"I CAN!” provided the direct path from the consmous 
mind to the subconsc-oua mind, the use of them invoked 
the power to swing the door to the open sesame 

Mary Jones wi lonely spinster — not heautful — 
and resigned to a life of angle boredom “I Can” helped 
the sunshine of happiness to smile on her A large circle 
of friends — and a devoted husband came into being 
almost as though a magic wand hed been used. 


Jenny Smith had a good nnging voice but lacked the 
tourage to use it in public "I Can!” gave her direct 
cantact with her source of power and she has since ap- 
peared on concert stages throughout the United Stater 

Joe Winters was a machinist earning just enough to 
get by Within days after gaining his “1 Can” conscious. 
nese he started to eapand Today he operates a business. 
employing 30 machinists, 


How You Can PROVE — at NO RISK — 
Thot This Secret WIll Work Wonders for YOU 


Follow the simple, step-by-step instructioms given wo 
clearly in “1 CAN " Notice the wondrous changes that 


begin te take place in your spirit and personality AT 
ONCE Feel the soul-aatulying glow of new self-con- 
fidence the ability to DO all sorta of things you never 
thought you could before! Marvel at how restful it 1e to 
sleep as peacelully as a kitten at right — Iree of womes, 
doubts and feant 


A truly glorious eaperence is in store for you! Prove 
for yourrelf —in 30 days or less — that YOU can es- 
perience a change in your whole life just as miraculous 
and wonderful as thousands of others have enjoyed You 
mek nothing. But you have a whale new world to gain 
Don’t delay a single minute Clip that coupon now 


Your FREE GIFT — THE MAGIC MIRROR 
Sen tor Yeursall Why You Pall — Raveel Your 
We a — See Caartty Mew ta Correa Them 


Reflected in your Magic Mirtor, you'll see yoursell 
as others see you’ This revolutionary new device enables 
you to look deeply into your inner being! Reveala al? 
your weaknesses and your assets (including, perhapa, 
many you never knew you had) Tells how you can 
now use your amets to gain your goal in life Show: you 
the way to the almost miraculous solutions to all of 
your major problema This MAGIC MIRROR is youn 
to KEEP — absolutely FREE — whether of not you 
decide to keep "1 CAN” 


z-------: SEND NO MONEY! MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY ----~--- 


CADILLAC PUBLISHING CO.,Dept. 
220 Fifth Ave., New York 1, N. Y. 


Please rush my copy of Ben Sweetland’s new book, "I Can”— THE Key TO LIFE'S GOLDEN 
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the weapons-makers do not wish to 
use the talents of Dr. Oppenheim- 
er. They have every right to be- 
have as they please in this respect. 
But they have no right to dedicate 
this nation to purely materialistic, 
godless, unmoral and destructive 
considerations. They have no right 
to deny any opinions, especially 
those based on morality, nor to en- 
force these denials by the threat 
and imposition of deprivation of 
livelihood and participation in the 
rightful pursuit of knowledge and 
scientific development. They have 
no right to name morality as a 
grounds for condemnation, for ex- 
pulsion. 

They have said, in their report, 
that they have no doubt that Dr. 
Oppenheimer’s opinions were moti- 
vated by deep moral convictions. 


They wish to make it clear, they 
say, that they do not question his 
right to hold these deep moral con- 
victions. But “under God,” they 
deny him the right to express 
them! He can only hold them, 
deep within his heart, knowing 
them to be right and just; while, if 
he wishes to hold his job, he denies 
his God, not thrice, but as long as 
he lives. In addition, when faced 
with a military and political deci- 
sion (such as the President’s on 
Jan. 31, 1950, to build an H- 
bomb), he must pretend an enthu- 
siasm his moral sense cannot per- 


mit him to feel. He must depart 
from his honesty, his self-respect, 
and turn his back upon the God 
he now must swear by with lip- 
service only. He must mock the 
God to whom he prays. He must 
deceive the country to which he 
pledges allegiance when he utters 
the two added words “under God”, 
knowing as- he says them that his 
allegiance is, in reality, to an un- 
moral program in which God is not 
permitted to cast His influence. 

Gordon Gray and Thomas A. 
Morgan, what are you going to do, 
“under God”, to recant this mon- 
strous philosophy to which you 
have dedicated our nation, in the 
interests of “security”? 


Have you not denied your real 
security? 

It is not a question of whether or 
not Dr. Oppenheimer is a security 
risk; if he is one, well and good— 
expell him from the secret councils 
of atom. It isa question of whether 
moral values are incompatible with 
our security, with our course in 
the manufacture of weapons. If 
moral values have no part, then, 
gentlemen, you are already doom- 
ed. The bomb you manufacture 
will find easy access to a nation 
which declares itself godless. “Fear 
not, for I am with you,” He said. 
And also, if He is not with you, 
then must fear be your companion. 

(Continued on Page 99) 
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\Witamins are costing Americans over three hundred million dollars a year. Much of 
this vast sum is spent needlessly. It’s time folks taking vitamins should be told the, 


plain facts. Stop taking vitamin products just on faith, prestige, and with the mistaken 
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belief that “high price” means ‘‘quality.” You can learn the truth and be informedt| 
No longer need you complain about the high cost of vitamins. Now you can get quick. 


proof if you are getting your money’s worth. 


WITHOUT COST OR OBLIGATION 
YOU MAY GET THE 
ANSWERS TO ALL THESE 
VITAMINS QUESTIONS 


Bo you know just what vitamins can do 
for you? Do you know the sole test of 
“quality” in vitamins is “correct unitage”? 
Ie it desirable to use a supplement of 
minerals along with vitamins? How effec- 
tive is the new wonder vitamin B-12 and 
Folic Acid in building rich, red blood? 
Are the lipotropic factors Inositol, Choline 
and vitamin B-6 of value in arteriosclero- 
sis (hardening of the arteries)? If your 
hair is turning gray, can vitamins be of 
help? If you are just fagged out about 
4 o'clock every after- 
noon, what’s this got to I 
do with vitamins Is there l 
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Please send me absolutely FREE a copy of your 
new Vitamin guide book and catalog. 
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it necessary to pay $19.50 monthly foe) 
food supplements? These questions and 
many others which have perplexed thou- 
sands of people are answered in the most 
informative FREE book on vitamins that 
has ever been written. It is simple, easy to 
understand and fascinating, and most ime’ 
portant of all, it will tell you how you may 
save many dollars on your vitamin needs, 


STOP BUYING VITAMINS BLINDLY 


You should not miss this opportunity to 
get the facts about vitamins without cost 
or obligation. No agent will call. Do not 
spend a single penny for vitamins until 
you get this book. Send for this free book 
and catalog of over 100 products today. 
Simply attach coupon below to a postcard 
and mail now. 
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MY AWAKENING ON 
ANOTHER PLANET 


By — Orfeo Matthew Angelucci 
As told to Paul M. Vest 


Because of the enormous interest expressed by the readers of MYSTIC 
in the flying saucer experience of Mr. Angelucci, we present still another. 
of his experiences with the beings from space. The reader will bear in 
mind that Mr. Angelucci relates these experiences as actual happenings, 
and we, as editors, pass them on to you as honest presentations of the 
authors word. There will be some who will say that Orfeo’s experience 
was not real because it was not “in the flesh.” To those we want to point 
to Christ’s Tnansfiguration, and to ask you to bear it in mind. Such 
things happen! 


COINCIDENTAL WITH the pub- Thus with the attention of the 
lication in MYSTIC (May,1954) public apparently diverted from 
of “I MEET THE FLYING SAU- the saucers by McCarthy; the ex- 
CER MAN”, a continuation of my perimental destruction of islands 
true.experiences with the extra- in the Pacific by the hydrogen 
terrestrial beings, I resumed my bomb and other disquieting news 
Sunday talks at the Hollywood events, I was genuinely surprised 
Hotel. at the number of people who were 
Although for some months pre- present at that first Sunday meet- 
vious there had been but few pub- ing. Not only were they still inter- 
licized sightings of saucers, I was ested in the saucers, but seemed 
told confidentially by a Los An- more eager than ever to understand 
geles newspaper reporter that the our mysterious visitors. 
wires had been “hot” with reports Similarly, the hundreds of let- 
of flying saucer activity. But, he ters I received through MYSTIC 
stated, editors.of many papers had magazine, written by persons in all 
been requested either to ignore walks of life from scientists to min- 
such stories or to “play them isters of the gospel, convinced me 
down”. that many persons intuitively real- 
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ize that the coming of the saucers 
in our time is highly portentous 
and will ultimately prove the most 
profound event of the 2oth cen- 
tury—and in all probability of the 
last twenty centuries! Despite the 
assiduous efforts of certain agen- 
cies to keep many of the true facts 
from the public “for its own good”, 
the truth will eventually come out. 

In this article I am going to tell 
you about the most bizarre, the 
most astonishing of all my exper- 
iences. So incredible, so far be- 
yond the normal realms of human 
experience are these events that I 
have never before dared to relate 
them except to a few of my most 
trusted friends. Not even in the 
single issue of my own Twentieth 
Century Times did I include this 
experience. 


Now only the faith and under- 
standing of the persons who have 
heard me talk and read my stories 
in MYSTIC, give me the courage 
to reveal not only the identity of 
the etheric beings who contacted 
me, but also some astounding in- 
formation about their world. Also 
an answer to the question why 
THEY—of all the entities in the 
boundless depths of the time-space 
continuum are interested in us 
now and visit our tiny, inconse- 
quential planet. This experience 
occurred in January, 1953.—Orfeo 
Angelucci. 


T was Monday, but I did not 

go to work as I was just re- 

covering from the flu. During 
the afternoon, while Mabel was at 
work and I was alone, a rather 
strange, detached feeling came over 
me. I was aware of a familiar odd 
prickling sensation in my arms and 
the back of my neck which usually 
announced the proximity of space 
beings. 

But I discounted the strange 
symptoms thinking they were the 
result of my illness. I suddenly 
felt so drowsy that I could scarcely 
keep my eyes open. I recall start- 
ing toward the divan to lie down 
for a nap. But I have absolutely 
no recollection of ever reaching 
that divan! Apparently, I black- 
ed out! 


My next conscious perception 
was a kind of peculiar “awakening” 
or regaining consciousness while on 
my job in the Plastics Department 
of the Lockheed plant. Stupefied 
and bewildered I looked uncertain- 
ly about the factory. Dazedly, I 
saw the familiar faces of my co- 
workers , . . and noticed the tools 
in my hands. I caught my breath 


Sharply and an icy shiver quivered 


over my entire body as quite invol- 
untarily I suddenly recoiled with a 
shudder from the entire scene. I 
didn’t know why then, but every- 
thing seemed hopelessly wrong... 
primitive and crude. 
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In a daze I rubbed a hand 
across my eyes hoping to eradicate 
the scene. Then I was seized with a 
blinding vertigo and thought I was 
going to lose consciousness. Dave 
Donnegan, my working partner, 
looked at me sympathetically and 
there was genuine concern in his 
eyes. He didn’t say anything but 
quietly took the tools from my 
hand and in his quiet, understand- 
ing way went ahead, carrying on 
alone. 

An involuntary outburst of utter 
disgust came from my lips—dis- 
gust with everything I saw! Ire- 
member hearing Dave say, “Are 
you all right, boy?” 

But I didn’t reply—I couldn’t! 
In a kind of panic I turned to rush 
out of the door, but in my blind 
haste I bumped roughly into Rich- 
ard Butterfield, the temporary lead 
man in my section. I must have 
looked acutely ill because I vaguely 
remember seeing the sudden alarm 
in his eyes as he grasped me firmly 
but gently by the shoulders and 
exclaimed, “Angie! Angie! What’s 
wrong with you!” 

I-was breathing hard. Both emo- 
tionally and mentally I was con- 
fused and uncertain. My thoughts 
were in turmoil and I had only one 
objective—to get out of that place! 
But the presence of Butterfield had 
a stabilizing, quieting effect upon 
me. He arose superbly to meet the 


situation. In some mysterious, in- 
tangible way I was enabled momen- 
tarily to share his great inner re- 
sources of strength and stability 
which calmed me and cushioned the 
terrific emotional shock I was un- 
dergoing—the cause of which I was 
not to know for many days. 

He smiled reassuringly while 
keeping his hands upon my shoul- 
ders. “Calm down, Angie, old 
boy,” he said gently, “Go upstairs 
and take a break. You look beat!” 

I mumbled my heartfelt thanks 
and stumbled up the steps—not yet 
aware of what actually had hap- 
pened to me. 

I got a cup of coffee. Never be- 
fore had I needed one so badly. 
My hands were shaking and every 
nerve in my body was quivering. As 
I drank the hot, aromatic stuff 
I tried to think back—to remember 
why I was so shaken and upset. 
But my last recollection before my 
strange, perturbed “awakening” on 
the job, was walking toward the 
divan in my apartment. The in- 
tervening period was a total blank. 

Noticing a copy of the Los An- 
geles Times on one of the tables, I 
nervously picked it up and glanced 
at the date. Perspiration broke out 


‘on my forehead—the date of the 


paper was January 19, 1953—SEV- 
EN DAYS HAD ELAPSED OF 
WHICH I HAD ABSOLUTELY 
NO RECOLLECTION! But even 
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the date on the paper couldn’t con- 
vince me. Trying to keep my voice 
casual, I asked a fellow at a near- 
by table the date. He confirmed the 
date on the newspaper! 

My body was bathed in cold 
perspiration. In fact, I was on the 
edge of panic as I sat there, my 
hands trembling as I tried to take 
a sip of coffee. I just couldn’t be- 
lieve that seven days and nights 
had passed leaving not a trace of 
memory in my mind. 

Later in the afternoon when I 
was feeling a little better I went 
back downstairs on the job. But 
it was a real effort to behave in a 
normal, rational manner with my 
thoughts in turmoil. Cautiously 
and discreetly I questioned Dave 
and other fellow workers about 
those seven previous days. From 
their replies I gathered that I had 
been on the job every day and had 
apparently behaved in my usual 
manner until my strange “awaken- 
ing” and violent outburst that af- 
ternoon. 

At home I didn’t mention my in- 
explicable loss of memory to Mabel. 
And apparently she had noticed 
nothing unusual in my behavior 
during that entire week. It seemed 
that in every way I had behaved 
in my accustomed manner—I had 
eaten my meals, slept, gone to and 
from work and helped Mabel out 
at the Snack Bar, as usual. It was 


fantastically incredible! 

I told no one what had happened 
to me. But in my own mind I was 
utterly baffled and deeply troubled 
about those seven lost days out 
of my life. Imagine yourself in my 
place. Suppose that for an entire 
week your waking consciousness 
had been obliterated so that you 
could not remember a single event. 
Wouldn’t you be deeply disturbed? 
Wouldn’t you begin to wonder if 
you might not be psychopathic? 
Well, in all sincerity I can tell you 
that you would—for those were my 
own panic-stricken thoughts! 

But as the days passed I gradu- 
ally settled down into the routine 
of daily life. Often I tried hard 
to regain the memory of those sev- 
en lost days—but it seemed hope- 
less. 

About a month later I was feel- 
ing unusually restless one night. 
Shortly after ten-o’clock I went out 
for a walk. As always my feet seem- 
ed involuntarily to carry me to- 
ward the Hyperion Avenue Free- 
way Bridge. In its dark, mysteri- 
ous shadows I always found a kind 
of spiritual peace and comfort for 
it was there I had met and talked 
with “Neptune”—the great, etheric 
being from another world! 

I was thinking of these things as 
I clambered down the concrete em- 
bankment into the almost dry bed 
of the Los Angeles River. Walk- 
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ing over- to the spot where “Nep- 
tune” had talked with me I sat 
down disconsolately upon the 
ground. I rested my head upon the 
stone where he had sat and gazed 
thoughtfully up into the heavens 
and thought of the spiraling endless 
wonder of the universe. Lost in 
reverie, a. feeling of deep inner 
peace and tranquility came over 
me. Noisy, clattering earth with 
all of its troubles, dissentions and 
animosities seemed remote and rel- 
atively unimportant. 

As my thoughts drifted pleasant- 
ly, I felt again the odd sensation 
which was always my first aware- 
ness of space visitors. But I was 
deeply puzzled for “Neptune” had 
last told me, “We will return, Or- 
feo—but not to you.” 

Nevertheless the odd tingling in 
my arms and back of my neck was 
unmistakable. Hopefully, my eyes 
scanned the heavens, but I saw 
nothing that in an way resembled 
a saucer. I was not troubled as I 
had implicit faith in THEM. The 
intensity of the vibration increased 
dimming the awareness of my con- 
scious mind much as it had the 
night I first encountered the 
saucer, 

An ineffable feeling of harmony, 
tranquility arid peace possessed me. 
As in a dream my thoughts drifted 
back to that mysterious Monday 
afternoon when, feeling much as I 


did now, I had walked toward the 
divan to take a nap. But now, as 
I lie there upon the ground under 
the stars—astonishingly I was BE- 
GINNING TO REMEMBER! 
The ponderous shadows of materi- 
ality dense as a prison of heavy 
steel, were dissolving into their 
native nothingness. Memory was 
returning faintly, hazily at 
first, like the sun’s golden rays 
breaking through black clouds. Like 
a man confusedly awakening from 
an anesthetic I was remembering— 
THOSE SEVEN MYSTERIOUS 
LOST DAYS! 

As memory flooded back I clear- 
ly recalled again that Monday af- 
ternoon. I was walking toward 
the divan my eyes were so 
heavy I could scarcely keep them 
open in a daze I sank down 
upon the divan and immediately 
fell into a deep sleep! 

Only now I could remember wak- 
ing from that sleep — BUT MY 
AWAKENING WAS IN A 
STRANGE AND WONDERFUL 
WORLD! I was no longer upon 
earth—some fantastically incredible 
transition had taken place. I awoke 
in a huge, fabulously beautiful 
room—a room the substance of 
which glowed ethereally with soft, 
exquisite colors. I was lying upon 
a luxurious kind of couch, or 
lounge. Half awake, I glanced down 
at my body — but it was not 
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familiar! My body was never so 
perfectly proportioned or of so fine 
coloring and texture. 

I noiiced that I was wearing only 
a fine white garment, closely fitted 
and covering my chest, torso and 
upper part of my thighs. A finely 
wrought gold belt was about my 
waist. Although the belt appeared 
to be made of heavy links of em- 
bossed gold, it was without weight. 
My new body felt amazingly light 
and ethereal and vibrant with life. 

Full consciousness did not come 
to me at once. My first thoughts 
upon waking in that shining world 
were nebulous and confused. Some- 
how the thought persisted in my 
mind that I was recovering from a 
long afd serious illness. Thus I 
lay there in a kind of pleasant leth- 
argy as one does who has been very 
ill. Strange random thoughts drift- 
ed in my consciousness. Everything 
was so new and different and yet 
it was hauntingly familiar. My 
handsome new body was not my 
body—and yet it was! The exquis- 
ite room with its ethereal, softly 
glowing colors was like nothing 
ever dreamed of upon earth—and 
yet somehow it was not strange and 
alien to me. Only one thing seem- 
ed unfamiliar—far away outside 
the huge windowless room I could 
hear the continuous rumble of dis- 
tant thunder. 


Gradually the dark mists cleared 


from my mind. Incredible mem- 
ories came back to me—memories 
of another world, a different people 
—another life! Lost horizons, deep 
buried memories, forgotten vistas 
were surfacing to my consciousness. 


“I remember this world!” I 
thought rapturously. I remember 
it like a condemned prisoner re- 
members the sunshine, the trees, 
the flowers of the outside world af- 
ter an eternity chained in a dark 
and odious prison. This is MY 
REAL WORLD — MY TRUE 
BODY, I thought. I have been lost 
in a dimension called “Time” and 
a captive in a forbidding land call- 
ed “Earth”, I have come home 
—like a lost son. All is serenity, 
peace, harmony and indescribable 
beauty here—the only disturbing 
factor is the troublesome half-mem- 
ory of an unhappy shadow named 
“Orfeo”, a bondsman in a prison- 
world of materiality called “Earth”. 

As the disturbing thoughts of 
this lost “Orfeo” troubled me, a 
portion of one wall noiselessly di- 
vided making an imposing door- 
way and a woman entered. She 
was dazzlingly beautiful. Some- 
how my mind understood that she 
was the one placed in charge of 
me, even as I also understood that 
the mysterious door opened and 
closed automatically by means of 
electro-magnetic controls. 


She looked down at me and 
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smiled warmly. Her beauty was 
breathtaking. She was dressed 
simply in a kind of Grecian gown 
of glowing slivery-white substance; 
her hair was golden and fell in soft 
waves about her shoulders; her 
eyes were extremely large, expres- 
sive and deep blue. Soft shimmer- 
ing colors played continuously 
about her apparently varying with 
every light change of her thought 
or mood. 

Hauntingly, the thought was in 
my mind that I remembered her 
from somewhere. She seemed to 
sense my perplexity and reassur- 
ingly said that I was looking very 
well and would soon be up and 
about. Then she touched a control 
on mysterious crystal cabinet near 
my bed. In response a large section 
of the opposite wall opened reveal- 
ing a huge mirror. I looked into 
its crystal depths—but the man I 
saw was not Orfeo—nor yet was 
he a stranger to me. Paradoxically, 
I remembered and yet I didn’t re- 
member! 

I have gained weight,” I remark- 
ed, not knowing just why I made 
such a statement, then added, “Al- 
so, I feel much better now.” 

She smiled and replied, “On the 
contrary, you have lost weight. 
According to all earthly standards 
you are now almost weightless.” 

Her strange words puzzled me. 
I glanced down at my body which 


appeared to be solidly substantial 
and surely I was much larger and 
finely proportioned. 

“Its all a matter of the scale 
of vibration in which you are 
functioning,” she explained. “The 
vibratory rate of dense matter 
which makes up the planet Earth, 
is extremely low — hence earthly 
bodies are sluggish, dense and 
cumbersome. Vibratory rates here 
are quite high and matter so tenu- 
ous that it would seem non-existent 
were you in a dense physical body. 
But because you are now in a body 
of a corresponding vibratory rate, 
the phenomena of this world is as 
real to you as your earth world. 

As I listened to her speak, I 
thought I remembered her name. 
“You are Lyra?” I said half ques- 
tioningly. 

She nodded her head. 

I was about to ask her about 
herself when I was conscious again 
of the continuous, low rumble of 
thunder from outside. I became 
curious to go out of doors and look 
around. Turning to Lyra, I asked, 
“May I go outside now?” 

She shook her head. “You are 
not yet strong enough,. but I prom- 
ise that before the seventh day 
you shall see all, Neptune.” 

Her words startled me. Why had 
she called me “Neptune”? I won- 
dered. I was not Neptune—neither 
was Neptune ill! And what did 
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she mean by the seventh day? 

I was on the point of asking her 
these questions when she turned 
and looked expectantly toward the 
far wall. In a moment the mysteri- 
ous door appeared and a tall, 
strikingly handsome man entered. 
It was Orion! In some confused 
way I recognized him at once and 
felt a surge of affection for him in 
my heart. As with Lyra, shimmer- 
ing waves of translucent color 
played about him seemingly re- 
flecting his thoughts. He smiled 
warmly and said, “We have miss- 
ed you, Neptune.” 


I brushed my hand across my 
eyes in a dazed way as I replied, 
“But I am not Neptune—there is 
some mistake.” 


“Are you certain?” he asked 
gently. “You will recall that 
‘Neptune’ was the name you gave 
to our brother who first contacted 
you upon earth. That name has 
always held a strange, deep signifi- 
cance for you—perhaps because it 
was once your own name.” 

As he spoke the odd realization 
possessed me that he was indeed 
speaking the truth. In their world, 
I was—or had once been Neptune! 
“But the other ‘Neptune’?” I 
asked. “Who then is he?” 

Orion glanced at Lyra and a 
scintillating wave of golden light 
seemed to enfold them both. Then 
Orion replied slowly, “With us 
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names are of little significance. 


The brother of whom you speak is 
sometimes known as ‘Astra’, but 
in the higher octaves of light indi- 
vidualized aspects such as you 
know upon earth are non-existent. 
Even now in this most tenuous of 
materialistic states of being, you 
are not aware of us in our true 
eternal aspect. We are, you might 
say, staging adress-show reception 
for you, our lost brother. Before 
The Destruction our existence was 
much as you see it now—that is 
why you seem to remember all of 
this. In that phase of the time di- 
mension you were known as ‘Nep- 


tune’,” 


Something was wrong .._ ter- 
ribly wrong, somewhere, I thought. 
If only I could remember clear- 
ly, but everything was so confused. 
As I gazed at those two superbly 
magnificent beings standing side by 
side developed in shimmering waves 
of golden light. I felt intuitively 
that I had known them well some- 
time .somewhere! I had known 
them on an equal level—I had been 
one of them! But now they were 
like gods to me—and I a strag- 
gler somehow, far, far behind 
them—and my mind deluded by a 
loathsome illness. I pressed my 
hands to my eyes trying with all 
of my strength to remember some- 
thing important . and terrible, 
that I had forgotten. 
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Neither. of them spoke. Lyra 
took a white wafer from the crys- 
tal cabinet while Orion poured a 
sparkling liquid into a crystal gob- 
let. These they handed to me. As 
I ate the delicately flavored wafer 
and drank the delicious beverage 
I felt renewed vitality and strength 
flow through my body and with it 
a dreamy languor of body and 
mind. Relaxed, I rested my head 
on the cushions. Lyra and Orion 
smiled upon me and the scintillat- 
ing waves of golden light reached 
out from them and enfolded me in 
a warm, comforting glow. 

“Sleep for a while, Neptune,” 
Lyra murmured softly. Then the 
mysterious door appeared and they 
left arm in arm, leaving me alone. 
The light in the room dimmed and 

-waves of soft, exquisite music flow- 
ed from the walls. I fell into a 
deep, dreamless sleep. 

When I awoke light was stream- 
ing brilliantly into the room. One 
entire wall had miraculously van- 
ished revealing an outer balcony. 
I sat up and looked out beyond the 
balcony upon an incredibly won- 
derful and fantastic world. It was 
radiant with light and yet there 
appeared to be a heavy moving 
cloudbank overhead. A kind of 
continuous sheet lightning flashed 
through the rainbow-hued clouds 
and the constant rumble of distant 
thunder was slightly louder. Also, 


I saw brilliant slow-moving fire- 
balls, bollides, vari-colored flares 
and showers of brilliant sparks. 

I was puzzled for all of this phen- 
omena did not seem at all familiar 
—as had so many other things in 
this world. I jumped up from the 
couch and ran out onto the broad 
balcony, marveling at the mar- 
velous feeling of lightness and vi- 
brant strength in my body. 

What a glorious world I looked 
upon! A dream world—beyond the 
wildest flights of imagination. 
Ethereal, scintillating color every- 
where. Fantastically beautiful 
buildings apparently constructed of 
a kind of crystal-plastic substance 
that quivered with continuously 
changing color tones. As I watch- 
ed, windows, doors, balconies and 
stairs appeared and just as mirac- 
ulously disappeared in the shining 
facades of the buildings. The grass, 
trees and flowers sparkled with 
living colors. 

I caught my breath in awe. And 
yet, somehow, it was familiar—a 
world I had once known and forgot- 
ten. A few statuesque and majes- 
tically beautiful people were walk- 
ing in the pedestrian lanes. Then I 
saw Lyra and Orion conversing 
with each other near a Circular 
flower plot, almost directly below 
me. They both looked up and 
smiled, calling out a friendly greet- 
ing. I ran down and joined them 
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exclaiming, “What a magnificent 
world!” 

“Do you remember it, Neptune?” 
Lyra asked gently. 

I hesitated, then replied, “Much 
is familiar, but other things are 
not. I can’t recall the lightning 
and the constant thunder. And 
the horizon appears to be only 
about a mile distant and it should 
be I seem to remember it was 
almost limitless!” 

For a moment there was silence. 
Lyra glanced at Orion and a look 
of deep pain crossed their faces as 
the golden waves of irridescent light 
about them changed to misty pur- 
ple. I realized immediately I had 
said the wrong thing. 

Lyra touched a crystal she held 
in kér hand and the sound of the 
thunder was muffled until it was 
barely audible. Then drifts of ex- 
quisite harmony filled the air— 
the same incredible music I had 
heard in my trip in the saucer. 
Only here in this world each tone 
manifested in the atmosphere as 
waves of glowing color. 

As I listened spellbound, Lyra 
and Orion sat down upon the grass 
and motioned for me to join them. 
When we were seated Lyra laid her 
hand tenderly upon mine and Ori- 
on put an arm about my shoulders. 

Then Orion spoke, saying, “Time 
is a dimension as your scientists 
now correctly surmise. But it is 
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only a dimension when applied to 
the various densities of matter. In 
the Absolute Time is non-existent. 
So let us say that in one of the 
Time frames, or dimensions, there 
once was a planet in the solar sys- 
tem called ‘Lucifer’. It was of the 
least material density of any of 
the planets and its orbit lay be- 
tween the orbits of Mars and Ju- 
piter. Among the Etheric Beings, 
or heavenly hosts, it was the Morn- 
ing Star. Among the planets it 
was the most radiant body in the 
heavens and its life wave was in- 
carnated in the most tenuous forms 
of matter. 


“The name of the Prince of this 
radiant planet was also ‘Lucifer’, 
the beloved son of God. Well...” 


Orion paused and the sadness deep- 
ened in his eyes. Then he contin- 
ued, “Earth’s legends about Lucifer 
and his hosts, are true. Pride and 
arrogance filled his heart and the 
hearts of many Luciferians. They 
discovered the secret of the Crea- 
tive Word and sought to turn this 
omnipotent force against their 
brothers . against the Etheric 
Beings and against the Father, and 
to rule the universe. You know the 
rest of the legend—how Lucifer and 
his followers were cast down from 
their world. In simpler words, the 
Luciferians who were embodied in 
the least dense manifestation of 
matter, fell into embodiment in 
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one of the most dense material evo- 
lutions which is the animalistic ev- 
olution of earth.” 

I dared not look at him as his 
frightening words struck dark 
chords in my heart. “Then you 
mean that I. . was one of them 

” T said slowly as shamed tears 
of realization blinded my eyes. 

“Yes . Neptune,” he said 
gently, as both he and Lyra put 
their arms around me. 

Waves of bitter shame and sor- 
row flooded over me as I realized 
the terrible truth of Orion’s words. 
At last I said haltingly, “But Ori- 
on, you and Lyra and these others 
walking here in the garden—who 
are they?” 

“We were among those who did 
not join the Luciferians in their re- 
volt against the etheric hosts,” he 
explained gently. “Thus although 
the Luciferians shattered our ra- 
diant planet in the holocaust of 
their war, we entered the etheric, 
non-materials worlds in the higher 
octaves of light, while the Luciferi- 
an hosts fell into the dream of 
mind in matter upon the dark plan- 
et of sorrows.” 

“But this world?” I asked in be- 
wilderment, “Isn’t it the world I 
half remember?” 

“Yes, Neptune,” Lyra said com- 
passionately. “This is a tiny part 
of what is left of that world. You 
mentioned that many things were 


unfamiliar such as the thunder and 
lightning and the nearness of the 
horizon. These conditions are new 
to you. For we are on one of the 
larger planetoids of the shattered 
planet Lucifer. It is only a few 
hundred miles in diameter—hence 
the nearness of the horizon. The 
thunder and lightning and constant 
play of colors in the atmosphere 
are the result of magnetic distur- 
bances because of the close vicin- 
ity of other asteroids. The clouds 
you see above are not clouds as 
you know them upon earth, but 
they serve to obscure the drifting 
debris of our former planet. Only 
rarely do we leave our etheric state 
of being and enter our former time 
frame in individualized manifesta- 
tions of the most attenuated form 
of matter, aS you see us now.” 


I was stunned into utter silence 
and the deepest sorrow. I bowed 
my head as I thought of the mag- 
nificent world I had lost—the shin- 
ing heritage I had cast away to 
become a bondsman chained in 
the steel-like dungeon of dense 
matter with its erroneous manifes- 
tations of sin, sickness, corruption, 
evil, decay and repeated deaths. 
Sobs wracked my body as I thought 
of my blinded, lost fellows of 
earth. At last I murmured hesi- 
tantly, “Then all of the peoples 
of earth ‘have fallen from this 
former high estate?” 
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Orion shook his head slowly, 
“No, not all, Neptune, but vast 
numbers of earthlings are former 
Luciferians. About the others we 
will explain to you later.” 

Suddenly a terrible thought 
came to me, almost causing me to 
collapse in horror as I recoiled 
from it. Stark terror was in my 
eyes as I looked first at Lyra and 
then at Orion. I dared not voice 
what was in my mind. 

Orion, discerning my thought, 
shook his head and his wonderful 
eyes radiated sympathy and un- 
derstanding as he said, “No, Nep- 
tune—have no fear, you are not in 
reality Lucifer. In fact you are 
one of the Luciferians who least 
wanted to join the others.” 


Relief flooded over me leaving 
me weak and shaken, as I heard 
Orion’s voice continuing ‘Luci- 
fer is presently incarnated up- 
cn earth, but we may not 
disclose to you his present identity. 
He has incarnated many times up- 
on earth and every name is famil- 
iar even to grade school children.” 

I sighed heavily, trying to com- 
prehend all the shattering truths 
which had been revealed to me by 
Lyra and Orion. Rather incon- 
gruously then I remembered the 
phenomena of the flying saucers 
upon earth, which caused me to 
ask, “But if we destroyed your 
great planet why are your discs vis- 


iting earth now—why did Astra 
contact me? Why don’t you leave 
us to the fate we deserve—each 
one of us buried in his individual 
grave of living death?” 


Lyra’s hand gripped mine and 
Orion’s arm tightened around my 
shoulders, “Love is stronger than 
life and deeper than the boundless 
depths of time and space,” he said 
softly. “While our brothers are 
lost in the hell of unreality and 
turn their blinded, imploring eyes 
to the mute heavens, we can never 
forget them. We intercede unceas- 
ingly for your people’s liberation. 
Thus today every bondsman upon 
earth has within himself the power 
through the mystery of the Christ 
to cancel his captivity. Eventu- 
ally all of mankind, deep-drowned 
in time and matter, may surface to 
reality if they but recognize their 
basic unity of being. When man 
is for man honestly and sincerely 
and not selfishly arrayed against 
himself, the hour of deliverance 
from the underworld will be close 
at hand. We wait beyond the great, 
sad river of Time and Sorrows 
with open arms and. hearts to 
receive our lost and prodigal 
brothers.” 

“Our discs, or saucers as earth- 
men term them, are in your space- 
time frame as harbingers of man- 
kind’s coming resurrection from the 
living death. Although our discs 
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are essentially etheric; that is, non- 
materjal, they are controlled in 
such a way that they can almost 
instantaneously attract atoms to 
any degree of material density nec- 
essary. Other space craft are also 
visiting earth. These are from 
other worlds of various densities 
of matter, but all are operated by 
intelligences which are highly spir- 
itual in nature. All are on a mis- 
sion of love to the Brothers of the 
Dark World, but mankind’s under- 
standing of their intent and pur- 
pose will only become apparent 
further along in earth’s time di- 
mension.” 

When Orion finished speaking 
there was silence. I sat with bow- 
ed head as realization of the full 
import of his words came to me. 
As Neptune, fleetingly restored to 
my lost timeless, deathless state, I 
saw that we of earth are in reality 
in an underworld of illusion where 
we mistake shadows for reality and 
dream false dreams of separateness 
for our brothers. 

As these thoughts were in my 
mind the ringing of musical chimes 
sounded from the sea-green build- 
ing. As though this was a signal 
everyone arose and entered the 
building. Orion led us to a large 
dining hall. Five men and five wo- 
men were already there standing 
at their places at a huge table. At 
one end of the table was a cross 


wing with three vacant places. Ori- 
on indicated that I should take 
the middle place While he and Lyra 
seated themselves on either side 
of me. 

It was an exquisite room and al- 
though there appeared to be no 
direct source of light the room was 
brilliantly lighted as the substance 
and colors of the room and every- 
thing in it seemed to glow with a 
soft, radiant light of its own. 
Vaguely, I-seemed to remember the 
other persons present and they 
spoke to me as to an old friend. It 
was soon apparent, however, that 
the conversation was for my sole 
benefit as it was obvious that ev- 
eryone else exchanged thoughts tel- 
epathically. As they did so irri- 
descent clouds of color about them 
changed swiftly in shimmering hues 
and patterns. 


No servants waited upon the ta- 
ble. Yet it was laid out exquisite- 
ly with the most delicate plates 
and shimmering silverware. On 
each plate were three portions. A 
triangle portion of pale amber; a 
square portion of varying shades 
of green; and a round portion of 
lavendar. The beverage was clear 
and sparkling in a crystal goblet. 
These strange delicacies were the 
most delicious and delicately fla- 
vored foods I had ever tasted. And 
the sparkling drink seemed to give 
immediate renewed strength and 
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energy. 

When the splendid meal was fin- 
ished and everyone was preparing 
to leave the table, I turned and 
looked at Lyra. Suddenly, I was 
fully aware for the first time of all 
her exquisite feminine beauty and 
loveliness. Involuntarily, a wave 
of desire for her swept over me. 


She turned away from me and all 
conversation in the room ceased. I 
glanced hastily about; all of the 
others were standing silently with 
bowed heads. On an opposite wall 
I saw my reflection in a huge mir- 
ror and embarrassment flooded over 
me as I saw an ugly mottled red 
and black cloud enveloping my 
head and shoulders. I felt impure 
and unworthy to be in that shining 
assemblage. The others left quiet- 
ly, but I had the comforting feel- 
ing of their deep sympathy for 
me and their understanding for my 
sudden human weakness. Also, I 
had the strong telepathic impres- 
sion that sexual desire is merely 
another of the erroneous manifes- 
tations of materiality. Upon earth 
it is in itself neither wrong nor 
sinful except as it-is used for sel- 
fish or destructive purposes. If mo- 
tivated by love, altruism and un- 
selfishness, the ‘sexual appetite is 
no more erroneous than any of 
mankind’s other desires. But in 
the higher spiritual worlds it is 
non-existent. 


Orion touched my arm as we 
were leaving the hall. “We under- 
stand,” he said kindly. “It is noth- 
ing, as you understand now.” 


I smiled gratefully at him. But 
I felt tired and very sleepy. He 
and Lyra accompanied me to my 
room where I lay down upon the 
couch. They sat beside me until 
I fell into a deep sleep. 

When I awoke I was alone. I 
walked outside onto the terrace, 
but the grounds were deserted. For 
a long while I stood there alone 
on the balcony marveling at that 
fantastically beautiful world. Ap- 
parently it was a world of eternal 
youth, eternal spring and eternal 
day although the rainbow-hued 
clouds were always moving over- 
head shot with soft waves of sheet 
lightning and the far-away echo of 
thunder never entirely ceased. The 
trees, the flowers and the grass 
were miracles of color, fire and 
light which in comparison made 
the remembered counterfeits of 
earth seem like gross and dull 
shadows, 

As I stood there marveling, I 
saw Lyra come out of the adjoin- 
ing building. As she called a warm 
greeting I saw she was holding a 
small crystal object in her hand. 
When she joined me she said mys- 
teriously, “This is the seventh 
earth day. and through ourselves 
we shall take you back.” 
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Her strange, beautiful eyes were 
upon me seeming to look through 
and beyond me. She did not ad- 
dress me either as “Neptune”, or 
“Orfeo.” For some unaccountable 
reason this saddened me for it 
made me realize that I was now a 
stranger and an imposter in THEIR 
shining world. Understanding my 
thought, she put her hand gently 
over mine and I saw a mist of 
tears in her eyes. Then she raised 
the odd crystal in her hand to her 
forehead. As though in magic re- 
sponse, a flood of exquisite melody 
arose from the sea-green building— 
not the ethereal music of their 
world, but a hauntingly familiar 
strain. As in a dream I recognized 
the stately melody of Albert Hay 
Mallote’s musical setting of the 
Lord’s Prayer. Tears flowed unre- 
strainedly down my cheeks for a 
half-remembered sad people who 
dwelt in a strange, shadowed region 
called Earth. 

Softly she said, “You will re- 
member this, Orfeo!” 

The name sounded strange upon 
her lips—like the name of an utter 
stranger. I bowed my head in bit- 
ter regret for Neptune who was— 
and who now was not. And for 
the false shadow of Orfeo who is! 
Confused and perturbed I turned 
hastily from her and hurried into 
my room. Somehow I had the 
feeling that the secret of liberation 


lay in the mysterious crystal panel 
near my couch. But as I reached 
eagerly for the controls on the 
panel, I felt a gentle restraining 
hand upon my arm. I turned and 
looked into Lyra’s wonderful eyes 
shining with sympathy, compas- 
sion and purest love. My own 
heart swiftly responded. Then sud- 
denly, miraculously we were as one 
being—enfolded in an embrace of 
the spirit untouched by sensuality 
or carnality. Intuitively I remem- 
bered that this was the embrace 
of the spirit — shared by all of 
those in the light of God’s love 
throughout the entire universe. 
What tragedy, I thought, that I 
and my lost brothers of earth know 
only the counterfeit embrace of.de- 
sire and animal passion. 

At that moment Orion came in 
the door and as he stood transfixed 
his vibrant love too enfolded us in 
its pure, golden unselfish light. 
“Our lost brother is home at last,” 
he said softly. 

After a while Orion and Lyra 
seated themselves near the strange 
crystal control panel and I rested 
upon the lounge. Orion touched a 
crystal disc and immediately an 
entire wall of the room opened up 
into a huge three-dimensional void. 
The room darkened and I saw 


within the void a view into 
outer space. But all of space 
was shining with light; the 
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stars and suns glowed with a deep 
reddish glow and only the planets 
were dark. The scene was focus- 
sing upon an unfamiliar part of the 
heavens. A sun and a number of 
encircling planets were in view. 
Then the scene centered upon a 
single planet in this unknown solar 
system. It was a smug, sleek plan- 
et and apparently as efficient as a 
billiard ball. But it was exceed- 
ingly dark in tone and surrounded 
with concentric waves of darkness. 
A tangible vibration or emanation 
came from it — evil, unpleasant 
and utterly without inspiration or 
hope. Approaching this world I 
saw a glowing red dot with a long, 
misty tail. The fiery dot seemed 
irresistibly attracted to the dark 
world. The two collided in a spec- 
tacular fiery display. I felt Lyra’s 
hand upon mine as she whispered, 
“Tt is an immutable Law of the 
Cosmos that too great a preponder- 
ance of evil inevitably brings about 
self-destruction.” l 

The scene shifted to a differ- 
ent part of the universe. Another 
dark, misty world was in view, al- 
though it was not as dark as the 
first world. And about this world 
there was a vibrant feeling of life 
and hope. But again, I saw a fiery 
red dot approaching and it was ev- 
ident that this world too was doom- 
ed. Ishuddered to think what would 
happen. But then I beheld two 


tiny dots coming forth from that 
world to intercept the fiery comet. 
Intuitively I realized that the dots 
were remotely controlled by intel- 
ligent beings who were concentrat- 
ing the magnetic impulses of the 
dots upon the comet. Suddenly 
the comet apparently exploded 
leaving. the world unscathed. 

Once more the scene shifted and 
focused upon a third world. Ob- 
viously, this was an “in-between” 
world—neither as dark and hope- 
less as the first, nor yet as light 
and inspired as the second. To 
the left of this planet appeared an- 
other smaller body—I recognized 
it as our Moon and the planet as 
Earth. From the earth planet sev- 
eral tiny space ships went out to 
the moon and did not return. Then 
a tiny fleet of space craft went 
out to the moon—but these re- 
turned to earth. 

Suddenly, terrifyingly, to the 
right of the planet earth, appeared 
the fatalistic, ted, fiery dot. Swift- 
ly, it increased in size leaving be- 
hind it a fiery tai] of flame. It 
was evident that the comet was 
being drawn irresistibly toward 
earth. Neither Lyra or Orion 
spoke, but a strange voice said, 
“In the time dimension of Earth 
it is now the year 1986.” 

As I shuddered and waited anx- 
iously, the portentous scene slowly 
faded from the screen. I turned 
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excitedly to Orion, “But what hap- 
pens to earth?” I implored him. 

Orion and Lyra both looked 
compassionately at me as Orion 
gently replied, “That depends en- 
tirely upon your brothers of earth 
and their progress in Unity, Under- 
standing and Brotherly Love dur- 
ing the time period left them be- 
tween the so-called Now and the 
year 1986. All spiritual help pos- 
sible will be given to them, not 
only by ourselves but by others 
in the universe. We believe that 
they and their world will be saved, 
but in no time frame, or dimension, 
is the future ever written irrevoc- 
ably. If their planet is destroy- 
ed it means another fall for the 
entities of earth into even denser 
meshes of materiality and unreal- 
ity. As you love your brothers of 
earth, Orfeo, fight to your dying 
breath to help them toward a world 
of love, light and Unity.” 

With those awful and awesome 
words, he got up and slowly walk- 
ed from the room, leaving me alone 
with Lyra. 

She smiled gently into: my eyes 
and touched the mysterious crys- 
tal panel. Immediately the incred- 
ible, huge, three-dimensional screen 
became active again. But no long- 
er were we looking into the bound- 
less depths of space and time. In- 
stead, I saw the familiar outlines 
of the Lockheed plant in Burbank. 


There was the shop in which I 
worked Then the scene shift- 
ed inside the plant—I saw the ra- 
domes and my working companions 
Dave Donnegan and Richard But- 
terfield. An unpleasant sensation 
came over me as though I were 
fainting as though I were 
fading into the huge screen and be- 
coming an active part of the scene 
I was viewing. Terrified, I turn- 
ed to call to Lyra, but she was no 
longer there only a mist. Then 
I blacked out! 

My next conscious perception 
was my strange “awakening” on 
the job at Lockheed with all of my 
incredible experiences of those sev- 
en days seemingly utterly obliter- 
ated from my mind. 

Oh, as I lay there beneath the 
Stars that night, it was all suddenly 
crystal clear to me. My bewilder- 
ed, frightening awakening upon 
earth. My sudden terrible revul- 
sion with everything I saw upon 
earth as compared with the wonder 
world I had left, although as yet 
only my subconscious mind under- 
stood. 

I remembered my fellow work- 
ers, Dave Donnegan and Richard 
Butterfield and their reactions to 
my strange behavior and sudden, 
apparently unreasoning outburst. 
In the greater scope of my new 
understanding I realized how nobly 
they had caught me up and sus- 
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tained me by their own strength 
through those critical moments of 
my “awakening”. It was so clear- 
ly evident to me then that both 
Dave and Richard had the same 
basic inherent qualities of goodness 
and nobility as those godlike beings 
of that other world. They are both 
simple, humble men—average work- 
ers like myself—and yet POTEN- 
TIAL GODS! If only they and 
others like them KNEW and could 
REALIZE their DIVINITY — 
their kinship with God and the 
greater world of TRUE REALI- 
TY! If every man and woman 
upog earth could but grasp the 
great essential basic truth that 
WE ARE ALL ONE AND AN IN- 
TEGRAL PART OF GOD, then 
indeed all of mankind’s difficult 
trials and bitter tribulations would 
be over. If only in the abstract 
we could momentarily attain this 
illumination the heavy chains of 
material bondage would fall from 
our burdened bodies and our coun- 
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terfeit world of darkness would 
vanish in true light. 

Today, I believe with all my 
heart, soul and body in my broth- 
ers of earth. Because of the in- 
nate goodness, honesty, nobility and 
helpful fellowship of the countless 
other men and women like Dave 
Donnegan and Richard Butter- 
field, my undying faith in and love 
for humanity is forever instilled. 
Even though our greater brothers 
of that shining, lost, wonder world 
should offer to take me back to my 
former place among them, I should 
have to refuse. My lot is forever 
with my fellows of earth! I will 
fight courageously with them and 
for them in the undying belief that 
the good in our hearts will triumph 
over the evil. In the conviction 
that every human being upon earth 
trapped in Eternity and granted 
only one small awareness at a time, 
will be liberated from the prison of 
unreality and attain again his great 
lost heritage. 


The Star That Moved 


N a clear night in February 

of 1918 I-stood watching what 

I thought to be the evening 
star. The object left the sky and 
passed below the mountain top 
which was high above eye_level, 
travelng steadily to within three 
feet of me, then stopped. 


How long it remained I cannot tell 
although the memory of it has not 
dimmed with the years (I was 
out of the house approximately ten 
minutes). It then retraced its 
course to its original position. 

Dorothy Martin 
Oak Park, Ill. 
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the recorded tape. which is awesome and thrilling. 
Send your questions in today, according to instructions 
given at the beginning of this article. If your question 
qualifies, it will be answered, 


Conducted By 
MARK PROBERT 


Famous San Diego Trance Medium 


Featuring: 


PROFESSOR ALFRED LUNTZ 


In earth life, Professor Luntz was a clergyman for the High 
Episcopal Church of England. He was born of German and 
English parents, and attended Eton School for Boys, Heidel- 
herg University in Germany, and Theological Seminary at 
Oxford. 


RAMON NATALLI 


Born in Rome, Italy, and lived at the time of the great 
astronomer, Galilleo, in whose footsteps he followed. 


YADA DI SHI'ITE 


Lived 500,000 years ago in the ancient civilization of Yu, 
in the Himalaya mountains. He was a priest in the Temple 
in the city of Kaoti. 
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HOW TO PRESENT YOUR QUESTIONS 
TO THE INNER CIRCLE 


The following instructions were dictated by Professor Alfred Luntz 
and Yada Di Shi'ite: 


Questions will be answered on the following: 
1. Things of a philosophical nature. 
a. Religion. 
b. Reincarnation. 
c. Life after death. 


2. Scientific subjects. 


3. Origin of Matter. 
4. Ancient History. 
5. Current Events. 
No answers will be given to questions pertaining to healing or 
diggnosis. 
Please type or write plaitly on one side of the paper only, and 
address your questions to THE INNER CIRCLE, c/o MYSTIC Mag- 
azine, Amherst, Wisconsin. No questions will be returned, and all 


published questions and answers become the exclusive property of 
Irene and Mark Probert. 


Editorial Note 


As this page goes to the printer, no answers to questions are as 
yet available, because of the fact that Mark Probert and his wife, 
Irene, are on tour throughout the East, giving trance demonstrations 
and holding group seances. However, as this is written, they are due 
in Chicago on June 29, and will give a special seance for the benefit of 
readers of MYSTIC in the Chicago area at the offices of MYSTIC and 
FATE, in Evanston, Illinois. At this seance, or at another held pri- 
vately for your editor, questions sent in last issue by readers (and 
there were many!) will be answered, and although it may not be pos- 
sible to meet tha printer’s deadline in this issue, we may succeed in 
doing so. Therefore, if you find no answers following this page, you 
will know that we did not meet that deadline. In which case, they 
will appear in our December issue. 


Although on tremendously short notice, your editor arranged for 
this special seance, and sent circular letters to the subscribers in the 
Chicago area. There was no time for any other publicity, and if you 
missed the seance, we are truly sorry. 


HOW TO MAKE 
A MAGIC MIRROR 


By Ray Starr 


In Medieval times, there were such things as 


magic mirrors! 


The old witch Queen who 


looked into her mirror and saw Snow White 
was no character out of fiction—her mirror 
was real; and because she used her mirror for 
evil, she came to no good end. Today we call 
it clairvoyance — and here’s how to make a 
magic mirror to aid your clairvoyant powers! 


N the old and musty volumes 

of the alchemists and medie- 
val makers of magic, we come 
upon many strange formulae and 
diagrams with specifications on 
how to invoke spirits, cast spells 
and work wonders. Most of these 
writings, however, are not to be 
taken literally, as their true mean- 
ings are hidden by symbols. Thus, 
unless one is familiar with the oc- 
cult symbolism of the secret broth- 
erhoods, the directions in the Books 
of Magic read like the grossest su- 
perstitions and sheerest nonsense. 
Actually the alchemists spoke 

a highly spiritual language all their 
own. They merely used material 
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objects to symbolize spiritual ideas 
in order to keep their secret wis- 
dom safely hidden from a profane 
world. Thus today it is common- 
ly believed that the great purpose 
and aim of the alchemists was to 
discover the secret of transmuting 
baser metals into pure gold. In 
the language of the alchemists, 
however, baser metals symbolized 
base, unregenerate, material man 
and gold symbolized the gold of 
spirit, or the divine, spiritual man. 
In the light of this understanding 
the true aim of the alchemist was 
to change carnal, mortal beings 
into spiritually perfected men. 
But not all of the secrets of the 
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alchemists were obscured by sym- 
bolical language. In several of 
the old volumes on magic we dis- 
cover detailed instructions for 
making what is called a magic or 
mystic mirror. This magic mir- 
ror of true magicians, it is said, has 
been used for many years by those 
seeking to develop clairvoyant abil- 
ity. The old manuscripts claim 
that sincere and regular use of the 
mirror will lead to clairvoyance 
even in those who are not natur- 
ally psychic. 


But, the magicians caution, do 
not make a magic mirror if you 
have evil in your heart; or, if you 
are seeking clairvoyance to use it 
for base purposes. Do not make 
a magic mirror if you are leading 
an evil or highly sensual life. If, 
however, you have a great and sin- 
cere desira for spiritual wisdom 
and understanding; if your heart 
is pure and your motives honest 
and worthy, you may make a magic 
mirror and no harm can come to 
you from its use. 


Here are the instructions as 
they would apply today: First, you 
secure a small, oval-shaped, con- 
cave piece of glass which may be 
purchased from a glass store. It 
should not be over nine inches long 
or six or seven inches wide. Any 
smaller size will do. But it must 
be concave and preferably oval in 
shape. 


Next, from a paint store you 
order a small can of asphaltum, a 
blackish, thick, bitumenish sub- 
stance which was once used for 
coating the backs of mirrors. Also 
get a new small paint brush. 


Now that you have the neces- 
sary materials, you wait until a 
night when the moon is full (it is 
claimed by occultists that the full 
moon exerts a powerful influence 
upon mankind). Then in the pri- 
vacy of your own room you place 
the glass convex ‘side up upon a 
table. Open the can of asphaltum, 
dip the brush into the liquid and 
cover the entire back (convex) 
surface of the glass with asphal- 
tum. Do this slowly and care- 
fully until the back of the glass 
is well coated. 


Next you make passes over the 
coated back surface of the glass 
with the flat palms of your hands. 
These passes should be made 
about an inch from the glass. As 
you make the passes you fill feel 
the palms of your hands growing 
cold as though fanned by a cold 
breeze. According to the old man- 
uscript, this sensation is caused 
by the asphaltum absorbing some 
of the magnetic aura of your body 
(asphaltum, it is written, is one of 
the very few substances in the 
world having this property). 

After you have given the glass 
the first coating of asphaltum and 
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made the necessary passes over it 
with the palms of your hands for 
about five minutes, you put it 
away to dry where it will not be 
discovered or disturbed by any- 
one else. It is preferable to have 
a small box for this purpose and 
in which you can later keep the 
mirror. As the asphaltum is a 
heavy, black, sticky substance it 
will take several days for it to 
dry thoroughly. 

One week later, on the same 
night of the week and at the same 
hour, if possible, you again take 
out the glass and apply another 
coating of asphaltum, making the 
passes for about five minutes etc, 
just as you did before. 

This entire procedure is repeat- 
ed once more one week later for 
the third and fina] time. When the 
last coating of asphaltum has dried 
thoroughly, you then have a magic 
mirror made in accordance with 
the adepts instructions. The con- 
cave, inner surface should appear 
as a smooth, polished black mir- 
ror. 

Next you should decide upon 
how many nights a week you wish 
to use the mirror. Once, twice or 
three times a week, but not more 
than three times to start. Try 
and maintain a regular schedule 
and at the same hour, if possible. 

Use the mirror only in the pri- 
vacy of your own room and tell 


no one about it. When you are 
ready to use the mirror see that 
all of the shades are drawn and 
the room is as dark as possible. 
Seat yourself in a comfortable 
chair and hold the mirror with 
both hands a comfortable distance 
from your eyes. Look into it and 
concentrate first upon a single spir- 
itual thought or object; such as a 
verse of Scripture, the idea of 
Christ, Budda, etc. Then as you 
continue to gaze gradually try and 
still your mind and if possible stop 
all thought and make your mind a 
blank. This is not easy and it 
may require many attempts before 
you can blank your mind for even 
a few seconds. But if you persist 
in your efforts, you will find that 
it is possible to control your 
thoughts. After a time, the old 
manuscript promises, you will be- 
gin to see various phenomena in 
your magic mirror. 

One of the first signs of success 
is the appearance of mystic lights 
within the mirror’s depths. A sud- 
den brilliant light may appear and 
apparently shoot across its surface; 
or many tiny lights of various col- 
ors may appear quickly like tiny 
stars. Frequently the lights are 
followed by visions in the mirror, 
or it may induce clairaudience and 
the singing of birds or strains of 
music may be heard. As the clair- 
voyant faculty is thus developed, 
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it should become your chief aim 
to get the ability under the full 
control of your will. That is, as 
soon as the visions begin to appear, 
you should begin at once to exer- 
cise your will and will to see what 
you wish to see. At first it is 
best to will to see simple objects 
such as a tree, a rose, etc. But as 
these objects begin to appear clear 
and well defined apparently within 
the mirror, you may begin to will 
to see distant scenes, former events, 
and ultimately even that which is 
to occur in the future. 

But again the warning is re- 
peated in the musty tome, never 
use the magic mirror for base pur- 
poses; your motives and desires 
when using the mirror should al- 
ways be pure, for otherwise the 
mirror may become an instrument 
of black magic and permit malevo- 
lent forces to influence you. 


Also, no other person should 
ever touch or even see your mir- 
ror. When not in use, keep it 
wrapped in a piece of soft cloth 
(velvet, silk, etc) and in a special 
box. If ever you cease using it, 
it should be broken and the pieces 
burned. These are the instructions 
given in the ancient book of magic. 
The author makes no claims for 
individual results to be obtained— 
but it is known that many per- 
sons have developed clairvoyance 
through use of the magic mirror. 


THE 
MAGIC BAG 


Dictated by 


The Inner Circle 


to 
MARK PROBERT 


A Manuscript Received Clairaud- 
iently by this famous medium. Dis- 
courses by the following: Lo Sun 
Yat; Professor Alfred Luntz; Ara- 
kaski; Ramon Natalli; Lao-Tse; 
Yada Di Shi'ite; Maharajah Nat- 
cha; Michael Faraday; Thomas 
Carlyle; Martin Lattimore Ling- 
ford; Ali Ben Casi; Kay Ting; and 
Dr. Sakuto Nikkioi, and including 
such subjects as: Earth’s Age; Cre- 
ation; The Ethereans; Mind Force; 
Time, Space and Consciousness; 
Death dnd Reincarnation; Nature 
of the Cosmos; and many more. 


IN TWO VOLUMES 


$ lT 
BORDERLAND SCIENCES 
RESEARCH ASSOCIATES 


3524 Adams Avenue 
San Diego 16, Calif 


PROGRESSIVE THINKERS 
Write for free copies of Messages from 
Heaven currently being received from 
above. The work is supported by volun- 
tary donations. 


Faith Farm, Box 2M, Cooks Falls, N. Y. 


BLOODY 
MACBETH 


By 
Converse E. Nickerson 


To tell the truth, the editors do 
not know if this is a true story. 
In fact, we suspect it is not. But 
until we hear further from our 


author, we will place the matter 


in abeyance. We present it, 
however, for your perusal, for it 
is a chilling illustration of your 
editor’s own conviction that such 
things do happen! 


HE realm of the supernatur- 

al has always interested me. 

Perhaps it is a kind of an eerie 
fairyland. Be that as it may, I 
am earnestly interested, and I give 
to that interest a zeal I seldom be- 
stow on any other subject. My pro- 
fession of the stage of course is a 
practical accomplishment as well 
as an artistic one. 

Tales of ghostly visitation are 
set down in the sagas of every na- 
tion. Sometimes they are listened 
to, though usually they are regard- 
ed as the wild imaginings of an 
overwrought mind. 

I have sometimes thought that 
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this world of the visible in which 
we now exist is but an anteroom of 
the great reality which is spirit. 
All the things which we view are 
the expressions of an Infinite 
Mind. Those improvements that 
we call inventions have had their 
image first in the minds of those 
who invented and brought them 
into expression. All this is evi- 
dence of another world of thought, 
and of life, and of expression. 
Then, shall we not believe that 
there are times when the realities 
of that other life blend into this 
material one, and so make them- 
selves visible and felt here in this 
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material expression in which we 
now live? 

Shakespeare has written: 
“There are more things in 
heaven and earth, Horatio, 
Than are dreamed of in your 
philosophy.” 

I think I can fully subscribe to 

that statement. 

An experience that is indelibly 
stamped upon the tablets of my 
memory occurred during the early 
days of my stage career. I was 
then privileged whether by an evil 
fate or otherwise, to sit in on 
a spectral drama. The shadow of 
the supernatural formed the back- 
drop of the setting. The principals 
of the drama were enacted, I be- 
lieve, by beings from another 
world. 


I had been filling a two weeks’ 
starring engagement at the Chelt- 
ingham Theatre in a little town 
about fifty miles from London. We 
were presenting a series of the 
plays of the great Elizabethian 
master Shakespeare. Included in 
the list were Hamlet and Macbeth. 
The gloomy Dane stalked the 
boards and philosophized about life 
and eternity. Macbeth, majestic 
and crime-swathed, did his horrid 
deed and wrestled with his con- 
science. I had tried to live these 
two historic beings with all the 
intensity of my art and being. 
The ghost of Hamlet’s father, as 


I impersonated and played the 
fated son, seemed in reality to be 
a visitor from the world of shades. 
In a very real manner I felt the 
chill and dampness of the old grim 
castle of Glamis as I guided the 
footsteps of bloody Macbeth 
through its haunted chambers. 


The theatre was old and musty. 
This added flavor to the atmos- 
pheres of the plays. From almost 
any nook, or around any corner of 
its interior one could easily ex- 
pect to see a ghost. A haunting 
fear of some spectral assassin’s hand 
reaching out from the shadows of- 
ten came upon me whenever I was 
alone there. 


In the town I heard vague 
whispers and intimations of the 
strange and unusual happenings 
which were said to transpire at 
Cheltingham Theatre. A misty 
form had sometimes been seen at 
night near the outer stage entrance. 
It: fled away as furtively as did 
the ghost of Hamlet’s father be- 
fore the mists of the coming 
dawn. 


An old Scotchman, named Mac- 
Feelan was stage-manager and sort 
of property man about the place. 
He had quite a reputation for be- 
ing interested in the doings of 
Spirit seances. Like many of his 
race, he seemed to have the gift of 
psychic powers. In fact it was 
told of him that could cause a ta- 
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ble to float in the air; he could 
make lights suddenly appear in 
the darkness, and some had seen 
a ghostly hand laid upon his shoul- 
der. He said little about these 
manifestations and kept rather 
closely to his work. But all around 
him dwelt an air of mystery. 

The little room at the back of 
the stage was his sanctuary. It 
was really a trumpery room. Here 
MacFeelan occasionally held forth 
in his hours of meditation and 
spectral conjecture. I am sure it 
could have told wild and hair-rais- 
ing tales had it possessed voice and 
tongue. 

But worse than all this, rumor 
had it that MacFeelan had once 
slain an actor in a fit of frenzy. 
The circumstances of the crime 
had been such that no direct 
charge of guilt could be lodged 
against MacFeelan, and so the 
whole affair had lapsed into a haze 
of doubtful memory. 

MacFeelan had some talent for 
the stage and sometimes he had 
been known to render even the 
role of Macbeth with good effect. 
He had weirdly claimed that such 
talent was none of his own, but 


that an overshadowing spirit pres-- 


ence had made it possible for this 
successful rendition. 

It was true that some spirit con- 
trol seemed to envelop him at such 
times. Then his whole stature 


seemed to increase and his face 
would take on distinct outlines 
other than those of MacFeelan. 
The personation, or whatever it 
was, could have been the effects 
of the control which spirit famil- 
iars are said to exercise over the 
mediums who lend themselves to 
such experiences. But MacFeelan 
had been known to do such things! 
Whatever were the true facts of 
all this, the events I am about to 
relate were startling enough. My 
hair is somewhat whiter now, and 
my nerves are less steady because 
of what I witnessed that night. 
Perhaps I was granted a peep into 
the regions of the damned in an- 
other world. Surely a vision had 
been granted me that has advanced 
my education in psychic matters 
and made me tolerant of even the 
wildest claims of the occult. a 
Our bill on that evening had 
been “Macbeth.” My acting, as 
I thought, had been particularly 
effective. In the murder scene when 
Lady Macbeth cruelly taunts her 
spouse goading him on to murder 
King Duncan, I had submerged 
myself so deeply into the charac- 
ter of the scheming and ambitious 
Macbeth as to feel within my own 
being all the chill horror of the 
crime I was about to commit! 
After the final curtain, when the 
stage company had departed. I lin- 
gered. I could feel a dull sense of 
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mosphere. Deep shadows hung 


around. The dim light used as a 
taper for the sleep-walking scene 
of Lady Macbeth still burned on 
the little table in the wings. The 
very properties of the scene— 
chair, bench, and doorway — all 
seemed to take on a sepulchral and 
prophetic air. Something which 
I could not discern was hanging 
pendant over all the place. 

Strangely fascinated, I dropped 
into a nearby chair to rest and 
observe. 

I still wore the costume of the 
play, and it needed little imagina- 
‘tion for me to see Banquo or ‘the 
three witches’ peering at me 
through the shadows. 

I had been seated scarcely ten 
minutes when I heard the sound 
of an opening door just back of 
my chair. To my utter surprise 
MacFeelan entered dressed for 
the role of Banquo. There was 
a wild look in his eyes and he ner- 
vously clutched at the sleeve of his 
costume. He then proceeded to 
drag forth the long banquet table 
that is used in the ghost scene of 
Act Three. Next, he arranged the 
chairs and the throne disk. 

A hatchway just to the left of 
the stage slowly opened with no 
visible hand to guide it. Then, si- 
lently and slowly, emerged the 
ghostly forms of several characters 
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of the play. Lady Macbeth, beau- 
tiful though hard of visage, gown- 
ed in a resplendent grey and white 
robe, took her place at the right 
of the throne disk. Macbeth, with 
glittering eye, strode majestically 
to the throne; Lennox and Ross 


followed and took their places 
nearby. 

MacFeelan stood aside and 
seemed to study them as_ they 


moved. His face was distorted 
and his eyes gleamed with a wild 
delight. Interest, mingled with 
some horrible and fantastic emo- 
tion, held him in its mysterious 
power. 

Macbeth began his opening lines 
of the scene: 

“You know your own degrees; 
sit down: at first 

And last, the hearty welcome, 

etc.” 

Something in the voice and ac- 
cent of the speaker caused me to 
thrill with a twist of memory. The 
peculiar voicing of his opening 
words brought to my mind a vague 
feeling that I had seen that ac- 
tor and heard him read those lines 
somewhere before! Could it be 
possible that once in London—it 
was he! It was Valbegan the great 
dramatic star of days gone by! 
Yes, Valbegan, the man whom 
MacFeelan had murdered! 

What could it all mean? Why 
this visitation of, the spirit? Had 
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the ghost of the dead Valbegan re- 
turned to wreak vengeance upon 
the head of MacFeelan? 

I had heard of such things. Did 
not the ghost of Hamlet’s father 
return to direct the young Ham- 
let in his act of retribution? 

One of the murderers of the play 
— a rough groomsman — entered 
and whispered to Macbeth. 

“There’s blood upon thy face,” 
terribly uttered Macbeth. 

The murderer replied, “His 
throat is cut. That I did for him!” 

I saw MacFeelan edge nearer 
the scene. He held a drawn dag- 
ger in his hand and the muscles of 
his face worked convulsively. 

“Thou art the best o’ the cut- 


throats,” meaningly muttered 
Macbeth. 
Of all the ghostly characters 


there assembled, Banquo alone was 
absent. In his place was the living 
Banquo—MacFeelan! All seemed 
to be by sinister design, prear- 
ranged by Valbegan and his ghost- 
ly crew. 

MacFeelan’s face was deathly 
pale as he slid into the vacant 
seat at the banquet table. 


Macbeth now left the throne 
disk and seated himself beside 
Banquo. The scene was all in or- 
der as we had played it many 
times. A dramatic tenseness quiv- 
ered in the air. As I looked at 
MacFeelan, in his character of the 


dead Banquo, I saw a ghastly red 
gash appear across his throat, and 
from this blood seemed to be flow- 
ing. His‘eyes rolled vacantly in 
their sockets. 

Macbeth’s gaze was on him. 
With a whining and terrified tone, 
the spirit of Valbegan seemed to 
spit forth the lines. 

“Avaunt! and quit my sight. 
Let the earth hide thee, 

Thy bones are marrowless, thy 
blood is cold; 

Thou hast no speculation in 

those eyes 

Which thou dost glare with. 
Hence, horrible shadow! 
Unreal mockery, hence!” 


With these words the whole 
scene seemed to fade away. Then 
I heard footsteps rushing away 
toward the stairway that led to the 
corridors below. The stage was 
empty and silent. 

Rousing from the spell of what 
I had just witnessed, I seized the 
taper and ran to the stairway. My 
foreboding was of the very worst. 

As I reached the top of the stairs 
I heard the dull thud of the sound 
of something falling on the steps 
below. Then MacFeelan gave a 
shrill cry that froze my blood. I 
was at his side in a moment and, 
with lifted taper, peered into his 
face. 

There he lay stretched upon 
the floor, one arm thrown across 
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the step. A dagger, dripping with 
blood, was clutched in his hand. 
There was ‘no speculation in those 
eyes’ and a red gash showed lurid- 
ly across his throat, the blood 
streaming down over his breast. 

MacFeelan was dead! 

Had he done the deed himself? 
Had fear and desperation, swayed 
by some ghostly hypnotic thrall in 
the person of the disembodied Val- 
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began guided him to this ghastly 
end? 

The world will never know or 
ever believe. Yet from the evi- 
dence of my senses that night up- 
on the stage of the Cheltingham 
Theatre I am convinced that there 
is a justice of retribution that is 
sometimes in the hands of the 
spirit world! 

THE END 


MOUNT SHASTA'S STRANGE CIRCLES 


Obviously not natural formations, do 
they tell of a lost race of Atlanteans? 


Through more than a century 
the story of the inhabitants on 
Mount Shasta has’ persisted. Their 
hoary legends cling to the icy slopes 
of the old volcano, and there are 
strange tales of unmortal men de- 
scended from the Lost Continent of 
Atlantis. Occult clans have formed 


and flourished about Shasta City, 
and died away. But debunkers 
never have been able to laugh off 
one incontestable phenomenon 
which is evident to every eye, the 
mysterious Siskiyou Stone Circles— 
nor has science been able to explain. 
them. 


AND A VISION 
By 


URING the phase of the 

Great War often called the 

Second World War it was 
almost as common to hitch-hike a 
ride by air as to thumb a ride 
across the city in a passing jeep. 
At the time I learned first hand 
the intricacies of hitch-hiking by 
air, the war had but a month to 
go before the atomic bomb snuffed 
it out like sand on a campfire. 

I had spent most of the war in 
Sydney and rotation had just de- 
creed that someone else must come 
from the States and take my place. 
I protested fruitlessly, and found 
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myself with travel orders in my 
hands and the prospects of weeks 
on the water in transport ships 
and oil tankers. Somebody suggest- 
ed I try my hand—or to be more 
exact, my thumb—at flying. 

It was incredibly easy. I left 
Mascot Field that same day and 
spent the night with a pilot and 
crew seeing the sights in Towns- 
ville. The next morning they flew 
me to Finschaven, New Guinea 
where I caught a ride across the 
island to the jumping-off place. 

The weather socked me in there 
for almost a week, but one morn- 


Many stories have come out of the war, and so very many 
of them are psychic in nature. It may be that the stress 
of war reacts on otherwise unpsychic persons and brings 
out a hidden ability all of us may have and not realize 
it—until in a moment of danger, we try to use it as a 
This is what must have happened 


desperate last hope. 
to our author, and the story he tells is a thrilling and 


inspiring one. Perhaps all of us should use our “inner 
eye” when we want to see something very badly— 
even when it isn’t a matter of living or dying. 
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ing the sun shone through the trop- 
ical downpour, and I was on the 
field, bumming another ride. 

A bomber pilot said okay, hop 
in. I did. He and his crew of 
five and a Black Widow on each 
wing tip took off with destination 
Pelilieu Island, a considerable hop 
from New Guinea. My orders re- 
quired that I report to GHQ at 
Manila before proceeding stateside, 
and this seemed like a seven-league 
step in the right direction. How- 
ever, the fun shad only begun. 


The weather was perfect. We 
flew formation V, the Black Wi- 
dow escorts above and behind us. 
Radio weather reports were scan- 
ty, ‘but one came through that it 
was all clear ahead, so the navi- 
gator lay out a Great Circle course 
for Pelilieu and we setiled down 
for the long grind. 


Suddenly, almost without warn- 
ing, what looked like a harmless 
cloud ahead turned out to be noth- 
ing less than a tropical hurricane, 
complete with ice and snow. The 
man named Gold, a native of the 
Bronx and an accent I can remem- 
ber to this day, said “Geez, fellers, 
we’ve had it!” He was radioman, 
and gunner, if I remember rightly. 


He was right. It only took 
about 5 minutes for the wings to 
ice over so heavily we lost a thou- 
sand feet of altitude. To the right 
and left of us the Black Widows 


had snuggled as close to the bomb- 
er as possible, like chicks running 
for the mother hen when it rains. 
Only in this case they kept scrap- 
ing the wings of the bomber and 
endangering the whole lot of us, if 
things could have been any worse 
right then. You can’t blame the 
pilots at a time like that. It’s a 
heck of a feeling to be lost in a 
hurricane in a fighter plane! 

The ice melted at 100 feet. 
That’s right, 100 feet above the 
sea we bounced and tipped and 
rolled with the buffeting blows of 
that roo-mile-an-hour gale, rain 
coming down so hard that you 
could just barely make out the 
fighter ships on either wing. 


For a long time we thought we 
saw the ship on the left just a lit- 
tle way further out than he’d been 
flying, and then we realized he 
hadn’t been with us for a minute 
or two. He’d lost us! 

But we didn’t know where we 
were either. The radio compass 
Was inoperative, and the radar was 
drowned out by a deluge of water 
leaking through an unpatched bul- 
let hole in the ship’s skin, badge 
of some past skirmish with a Zero. 
The navigator had nothing with 
which to take bearings except the 
sea below us, and water can be 
very angry-lookng at a time like 
that. And darned un-cooperative! 

We were lost, and we knew it. As 
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a passenger on the ship I felt keeh- 
ly the extra weight I represented, 
and when the pilot sent his Mae 
West jacket back and ordered me 
to put it on, I felt like a ton of 
lead. I protested the jacket, but on 
a plane like on a ship, the cap- 
tain’s word is law. 

“Break out the life raft and 
ready it for ditching,” he said 
over the intercom, which by some 
miracle still worked. 

I didn’t know a thing about the 
insides of a plane, so I simply 
stood and watched the three crew- 
men who were in the same section 
of the ship as I place the yellow 
inflatable raft near the “hatch,” 
in readiness for a quick toss out 
the door as the ship hit the water. 


As I looked back on the whole 
situation later, I became quite 
amazed that I had had no fear 
whatever. Perhaps it all makes 
sense in light of what happened 
next. 


The pilot spoke over the inter- 
com again. 


“Send the passenger up in the 
blister to keep a sharp outlook for 
land. You two guys take one side 
of the ship each and keep your eyes 
peeled. The other one head back 
aft and keep a watch out the tail 
gunner’s blister. I'll give you all 
just one minute’s warning if we 
have to ditch, so move fast if I 
give the word.” 


His voice sounded very ‘hopeless, 
and yet with a strain of hopeful- 
ness in having done everything he 
could think of doing under the 
circumstances. The plane’s wings 
were giving more than a foot— 
and if you don’t think a plane’s 
wings can flap, try a tropical hur- 
yicane and see! Thank God the 
engines beat a steady roar through- 
out the entire trip. 

“T’ll level with you,” the pilot 
said when the men and myself had 
all taken their stations. “Were in 
trouble. We’re lost and gas is get- 
ting low. So if you see any land, 
yell your lungs out.” 


But seeing land when visibility 
was about 50 feet was more im- 
possible than, well, than anything 
in the whole wide world. But the 
water looked very, very black! 


From the blister I could just bare- 
ly make out the Black Widow on 
the starboard wing. I said a while 
ago I wasn’t scared—I’ll take that 
back; once he brushed our star- 
board wingtip, and I felt real, ag- 
onizing fear. But no damage was 
done. 

I strained my vision ahead, 
through the plastic blister. Noth- 
ing. To the port and starboard, 
the same. ‘To the rear, likewise. 
Just rain in sheets of water, and 
down to the right and left the 
waves were so high they brushed 
the prop tips as a “hole” sucked 
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us down and a “high” bounced us 
up fifty feet or so. 

Finally, I thought, what’s the 
use of staring ahead, or straining 
to see through this weather. Why 
not close my eyes and simply re- 
lax, and see if I could see land 
with spiritual vision. 

For students of mysticism, I 
suppose this is all just an every- 
day exercise. But for me, who 
had never even heard of spiritual 
vision up to that time, it was noth- 
ing less than miraculous. I closed 
my eyes, leaned back against the 
machine gun as comfortably as I 
could, and desired to see land, 
wherever it might be. 

I saw land! Bathed in bright 
sunlight, I saw an island, white in 
the sun, the like of which I had 
never before seen, since I had gone 
directly to Sydney from Hawaii 
for duty. I know now,.of course, 
that it was a coral island. But try 
as I might, I could not gather any 
direction. I opened my eyes: the 
“vision” disappeared. So I closed 
my eyes and turned around, physi- 
cally, until I had made a complete 
turn up there in the blister. 

But the island of my “vision” 
remained dead ahead, so far as it 
in relation to myself was concerned. 

About that time the pilot called 
to the crew and myself, to come up 
and prepare to ditch the ship. I 
clambered down and, not having a 


microphone with which to answer 
him, tried to get one of the crew 
to tell the pilot I had seen land. 

They were incredulous. But they 
told the pilot, and he instantly re- 
layed the order to stand by for 
ditching. 

Within five minutes, although in 
the intensity of our situation it 
seemed like fifty, we heard an ex- 
ultant yell in the earphones. 

“Its land, men! There’s the 
most beautiful island I’ve ever 
seen, dead ahead!” The pilot’s 
voice caught. “Say a prayer of 
thanks, everybody.” 

We did. 

When we landed we got out and 
kissed the ground and pounded 
each other over the back and 
danced like madmen. The star- 
board Black Widow pilot and nav- 
igator came over and joined us. 
We suddenly sobered. We stood, 
looking back at the wall of black 
cloud slowly receding, and saying 
a silent prayer for the two boys 
who hadn’t made it. 

But out of that cloud, low down, 
near the water, the lost Black Wid- 
ow suddenly appeared. The pilot 
didn’t even circle the field. He 
simply landed as near the edge of 
that runway as he could. 

There was rejoicing, but the ex- 
perience I had had impressed the 
bomber crew rather profoundly. 
They took me to the Red Cross hut 
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for coffee and doughnuts, plying 
me with questions. Questions I 
couldn’t answer. 

Because, to this day, I don’t 
know how I was enabled to see 
that land ahead. And oh yes, when 
we broke out of that cloud and 


Visited pli. 


As to the date of further warfare 
on a widespread basis, Nostrada- 
mus, according to calculations by 
judicial astrology, arrived at 1953 
in Century I, Quatrain 16: 

The reaper (symbol of Saturn) 
in the pond (watery sign) 
Going toward Sagittarius in his 
high point of exaltation 
There is to be scourage, famine, 

and death to military 

A period of renovation ap- 

proaches the century. 


THE GREATEST PROPHET? 


DID HE MISS THE BOAT ON WORLD WAR III? 
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into the sunlight, and found the 
island within a mile of us, it was 
exactly the same island I had 
“seen” with my “spiritual vision!” 
It was the first coral island I had 


ever seen. 
THE END 


nan FS 


In Century III, Quatrain 1: 

After combat and naval battle, the 
Great Neptune (Britain and 
the U. S. jointly) 

Will be at his highest steeple 
(supremacy) 

The Red adversary will become 
pale with fear 

Putting the great ocean (the Paci- 
fic) in a fright. 

1953 kas gone and cither Nos- 
tradamus or his interpreters, arc 
wrong. What do you think? 


Just what is Karma? For that motter, what is a “holy man”? Here, in 
this story by a holy man himself, we have one of the most lucid, most 
informing, most significant explanations we have ever seen. The ques- 
tion of Karma has always been one for hot argument, wherever and 
whenever the subject comes up, and many and varied have been the 
opinions. In spite of this, Karma is one of the most misunderstood 
subjects in metaphysics. Many people have a grossly distorted idea 
of the linkage between Karma and Justice—and upon examination, 


the belief of many in regard to Karma can be found to be anything 


but just—and it can even be found to be ridiculous, Here in this 
story we have a dual subject in great detail, and in addition, we 
have a great secret revealed. Many of us have asked what makes 
one man a holy man, and another man a “fakir”? We express no 
doubt that Ghandi was a holy man, but we do express a doubt that a 
man who holds his arms above his head all his life is one. Is he, or 
is he not? The answer is here! 


The HOLY MAN 


By Sanandana Kumara 


HOLY man who, through ten 
AÅ thousand times ten thousand 

incarnations, had at last paid 
his karmic debt and was within 
hours of his last physical death 
and the beginning of the final 
journey to Nirvana, accidentally 
crushed an earthworm. With great 
sadness he watched the Kama 
Rupa of the lowly worm separate 
from the crushed protoplasm, 
knowing that he was now bound 
by the law of Karma to be the ser- 
vant of this lowly astral eutity un- 


til the debt had been cancelled. 
Speaking the language of nature 


‘which all creatures understand, the 
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holy man with great patience and 
kindness made the worm to under- 
stand what had happened. Then 
he said, “You have two choices you 
can make. You are still so close 
to the bosom of Nature that as yet 
you have accrued no karmic debt. 
Therefore if you choose (since I 
am your servant through Karma) 
you may ascend with me to Nir- 
vana, without the necessity of liv- 


How long is the road to Perfection? What must 
we go through in Life to reach our Goal, whatever 
it is? And by what means can we lose our way? 
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ing ten thousand times ten thou- 
sand earthly lives. On the other 
hand, if you choose to re-enter life 
I cannot but help you until my 
debt has been paid, for until that 
time I am bound to you.” 

“What is choice?” voiced the 
worm. “What is ten thousand 
times ten thousand? What is 
debt?” 

The holy man sighed. “It would 
not be possible for you to under- 
stand unless you were able to 
think, and to think you have to 
learn to think, and you cannot 
learn to think unless you obtain a 
brain which is a physical instru- 
ment found in man which can teach 
you hew to think, much as your 
previous physical form taught you 
how to bore through the soft earth 
and eat it.” 

“Is thinking, then, similar to 
boring through the soft earth?” 

“Very much so,” the holy man 
agreed. “When one thinks, one 
bores through thoughts and eats 
them, nourishing one’s spirit.” 

“I would like to do that,” the 
worm said. 

“You might not like it at all,” 
the holy man said. “Alas, very 


few people like to do it. Almost 
none at all, in fact.” 
“Then they prefer to ‘bore 


through soft earth and eat it?” 
“No. That is distasteful to them 
also.” 
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“But if they had a choice?” the 
worm asked. 

“They would prefer to think.” 

“Then that is my choice.” 

“Don’t be hasty,” the holy man 
advised. “I have an idea x 


“Is an idea a thought?” 


“A sort of a thought. I can see 
that you won’t understand until 
you have seen what thinking is 
like—tried it out for yourself. I 
am impatient to enter Nirvana, so 
the more quickly we can acquaint 
you with thinking, the sooner you 
will be able to choose what you 
wish for your future, so that my 
karmic debt toward you is paid 
off. So why not let you use a 
brain for a while and see how you 
like it? Unfortunately my own is 
so near death at this moment that 
it would be of little use to you. In 
fact, I think I will discard it and 
join you on the Kama-loka. There. 
Now it is done. I feel sad at dis- 
carding my body. I always do, 
for a few moments. I still retain 
my shape, just as you have re- 
tained yours. It’s too bad that—” 
The holy man bit back what he 
had been about to say. 

“What is too bad?” the worm 
asked. 

“That you are unable to see,” the 
holy man sighed. 

“What is see?” 

“Tl tell you what,” the holy 
man said. “All those things can be 
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better experienced than explained. 
Not far from here there lives a 
village wise man whose brain is 
well equipped for thinking, and 
whose eyes are able to give you the 
experience of seeing. While I have 
been communing with you I have 
contacted him and explained my 
predicament. He has graciously 
consented to let you use his physi- 
cal body for a short time so that 
you can experience what I have 
been trying to make you under- 
stand. Would you like that?” 

For answer, the worm wriggled 
happily. Then the holy man pick- 
ed it up and carried it in the palm 
of his hand as they began their 
journey to the village of the .wise 
man. The journey was almost 
endless, for there were many along 
the way capable of seeing them and 
talking with the holy man, and to 
each the holy man told his story, 
knowing that if he neglected to tell 
even one living person who had 
asked to hear, and that person 
carelessly killed any living crea- 
ture, it too would be measured 
against him. 

When the worm grew fretful the 
holy man created damp rich soil 
from the substance of the Kama- 
loka for it bore into and to eat, 
for that was all the worm knew 
how to do as yet. 


But eventually they reached the 
village of the wise man, and a Sor- 


ry village it was. Huts thatched 
with grasses, children with bellies 
bloated from malnutrition, adults 
stunted and starved looking from 
poor crops in the barren soil 
around the village. 

The holy man made his way 
through the village to the temple 
where dwelt the wise man, and en- 
tered, still carrying the worm in 
the palm of his hand. At his en- 
trance, the wise man gestured to 
the several villagers present, and 


they left the temple, crawling 
backwards on their hands and 
knees. 


Huge bowls of steaming rice had 
been set before the village wise 
man. He was enormously fat and 
healthy. On his fingers were rings 
of gold with settings containing 
jewels. About his fat neck hung 
pearl strands and gold chains from 
which hung huge diamonds and 
rubies worth a fortune. About his 
middle was draped a loincloth. 
Each of his ears was plugged with 
a golden plug set with a ruby. His 
lips circled tightly another golden 
plug set with huge pearls. In each 
nostril was another plug of gold, 
but cleverly drilled with fine holes 
to permit breathing. And over his 
eyes were cups of fine gold. 


HEN the villagers had all 
departed he took out all the 
plugs, and took the gold cups from 
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his eyes. “You will forgive me 
while I eat these offerings of the 
villagers,” he said graciously. “I 
doubt that the worm, to whom I 
have so kindly consented to lend 
my body and brain, will take 
quickly to eating rice — and it 
should be eaten while it is yet 
warm and palatable. So if the 
worm agrees ? 

“T doubt that I would care for 
warm rice,” the worm agreed. “I 
like nothing but warm moist earth 
to eat. I may of course acquire 
other tastes as I go along.” 


The holy man and the worm 
waited patiently while the wise man 
gulped down the bowls of warm 
rice until there was none left. Then 
he sighed happily and burped con- 
tentedly several times. After that 
he replaced the earplugs of gold set 
with rubies, and the mouth plug 
set with pearls, and the nostril 
plugs with their almost invisible 
holes for breathing, and the gold 
cups over his eyes. When that was 
done he stepped aside from his fat 
body and stood beside the holy 
man, bowing very low several 
times with delight and welcome. 

“Are you ready, worm, to try 
my body?” he asked. 


The worm wiggled in anticipa- 
tion, so the holy man and the wise 
man helped it settle down comfort- 
ably inside the brain where it 
would be the cénter of things. 


It was several minutes before the 
worm began to catch on to the 
many new sensations. More than 
once it became confused, and the 
wise man helped it to get orient- 
ed. It began, experimentally, to 
try to think, and quickly caught 
on. It marvelled at words and 
how nicely they fit in with 
thoughts. 

“How do you like it?” the holy 
man asked, 

“T think I like it fine,” the worm 
said in words. “However, I have 
become so exhausted by all these 
exciting new sensations that I think 
I would like to step out and rest 
in some moist warm earth until I 
feel strong and refreshed again.” 


The holy man formed some moist 
warm earth out of the substance 
of the Kama-loka and lifted the 
tired worm from the fat body of 
the wise man and placed it gen- 
tly down. The worm bored into 
the earth and sighed happily. Soon 
it was asleep. 


While it slept the wise man and 
the holy man sat discussing various 
interesting things. They also dis- 
cussed the worm. 


“Tt seems to have a natural tal- 
ent for being human,” the wise 
man said. “In my time I have 
seen nature spirits take possession 
of villagers, but they didn’t catch 
on very well, handling their vehicle 
in such clumsy manner that it was 
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demented. I don’t mind telling 
you I was a little doubtful of the 
wisdom. of. granting your request, 
but now I feel quite confident your 
worm could carry on quite well 
without me.” 

“T agree,” the holy man said. “I 
am almost glad now that I acci- 
dentally crushed it.” 

“You know,” the wise man said 
dreamily, “it would be nice if your 
worm could sort of take over here 
for me for a while. I’ve always 
wanted to take time out and at- 
tend one of the universities.” 

“It would indeed be an ideal 
setup for you if my worm could 
handle your routine business,” the 
holy man agreed. “It would leave 
you time for much study and prog- 
ress—and perhaps shorten your 
journey through life toward Nir- 
vana by several incarnations.” 

“That would be nice,” the wise 
man said. 

“T would even go with you and 
see that you were assigned to the 
better teachers,” the holy man 
said. “From what little I have 
seen here, you are doing your job 
very well, at every sacrifice to 
yourself. I’m all for you.” 

“Thank you,” the wise man said 
humbly. “I have only tried to do 
what is right.” 

“Then it is settled,” the holy 
man said. 

“Provided that the worm still de- 


sires to run my physical form when 
it awakens from its sleep,” the 
wise man added wisely. 

“Oh, I do; I do!” the worm said 
in the language of nature. 

The holy man and the wise man 
Suppressed guilty starts, wonder- 
ing how long the worm had. been 
awake. 

“Then you feel that you like 
thinking?” the holy man smoothed 
things over. 

“Very much. It is more varied 
than dirt. Each thought has a 
flavor all its own. Please, I am 
rested now and quite strong. May 
I return to your physical brain, 
oh wise man? I feel an intense 
hunger for thoughts that seem to 
increase, the more I eat of them.” 

The wise man and the holy man 
exchanged knowing glances. The 
worm did indeed seem to have a 
natural aptitude for thinking. Very 
gently the holy man lifted the 
worm and placed it inside thebrain 
of the wise man while the wise 
man watched. 

It was easy to see that the worm 
had digested the idea of thinking 
quite thoroughly while it slept, for 
now it seized upon each thought 
that came within reach with vor- 
acious appetite. 

The wise man was very pleased. 
“He should do very well,” he said 
to the holy man. “It matters not 
that he has no experience at ambu- 
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lation, for my physical form is 
already too fat for my legs to 
lift it even when I am in control, 
and the hands have little to do 
other tham lift the many bowls of 
rice to my lips. Their movements 
are almost automatic. Moreover, 
if he finds any difficulty he has 
only to wish for me to come, and 
I will become aware of his desire.” 

“True,” the holy man agreed. 
“How do you feel about us leaving 
you alone for a while, little worm 
—” The holy man’s question was 
cut short at what he saw. The 
worm had discovered how to lift 
the golden cups from the physical 
eyes and was experiencing sight for 
the first time. 

Chuckling, the wise man and the 
holy man stole softly away. 


T ER they began their 

journey toward the astral 
university in which the wise man 
wished to enroll. It was not far 
in actual distance, but along the 
way they met many old friends and 
acquaintances, and made many new 
friends. And to each they told 
proudly of the lowly earthworm, of 
how it had been accidentally crush- 
ed to death by the holy man liter- 
ally minutes before he had been 
about to depart on the final jour- 
ney to Nirvana, his Karmic debt 
wiped out, afid of how the worm 
seemed to have such a natural apti- 
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tude for thinking. Everyone mar- 
velled, and wanted to hear the en- 
tire story again and again, so that 
very little distance was covered 
each day. 

At last they reached the base of 
the astral mountain atop which the 
university, a veritable city of 
buildings of breath-taking beauty 
rested. The astral mountain was 
anchored to the physical plane up- 
on a foundation of low, rolling 
hills, and reared itself upward 
through layers of billowing white 
clouds into the clear blue of the 
sky. The road over which the wise 
man and the holy man would as- 
cend to the university was of sub- 
stance more dense than the rest, 
so that more than once under ideal 
conditions it had become visible 
to corporeal eyes as a shadowy 
transparency upon which even more 
shadowy travelers could be seen 
wending their way upward or 
downward. Consequently, here at 
the base of the mountain had 
sprung up a huge city with many 
schools of learning on the corporeal 
plane. More days were consumed 
here at the: base of the mountain, 
and the holy man agreed to come 
down and give lectures in the var- 
ious schools of meditation just as 
soon as he had enrolled the wise 
man in several good courses and 
seen that he had the very best 
teachers to instruct him. 
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Eventually they were ready to 
begin the last stage of their jour- 
ney. They had taken leave of 
their many friends, new and old, 
and were at the outskirts of the 
city, within sight of the base of 
the roadway leading up the moun- 
tain—when disaster struck. 

The wise man staggered as 
though mortally wounded. “My 
body!” he gasped. “Something has 
gone wrong! Oh, I knew it, I 
knew it, I should have never left 
it under control of an inexperienced 
worm, however much a genius he 
seemed to be!” 

“We must hurry back and dis- 
cover what has happened!” the 
holy man exclaimed, much agitat- 
ed. 

“We must indeed,” the wise man 
said. Then he gasped in dismay. 
“Oh my!” he groaned. “A terri- 
ble thought has just occurred to 
me. We must really hurry.” 


‘pe little earthworm was only 

vaguely aware of the depar- 
ture of the holy man and his friend 
the wise man. Physical sight was 
by far the most wonderful experi- 
ence in its entire existence. 


But what it could see was very 
limited. There was only the four 
stone walls. the floor, the ceiling, 
and the knees, upper chest, and 
arms and hands of the wise man’s 
body. After a while the worm dis- 


covered the golden eye cups and 
turned them over and over, won- 
dering at’ the marvels of shape and 
dimension. These wonderings soon 
evoked new paths in the rich soil 
of thoughts emanating from the 
brain. 

A faint sound impressed itself 
upon the seat of conscious aware- 
ness where the worm sat. The 
hands automatically picked up the 
golden eye cups and replaced them 
over the eyes, shutting off the mar- 
vel of sight. 

The sounds that came now 
frightened the worm for some rea- 
son, so he waited until they were 
gone before removing the eye cups 
again. Something had changed. It 
took a while, but finally the worm 
knew what it was. The rice bowls 
were gone. And it had not con- 
sciously noticed them before. 

A curiosity about what had 
caused the noises, and where the rice 
bowls had gone to, overcame it. It 
tried to get the enormous body to 
rise to its feet, entering idea chan- 
nels not used for a long time. It 
was no use. The legs were not 
strong enough to lift such a weight. 

But the worm was determined. 
It went deeply into the thought 
field opened up by the idea of 
standing up, and eventually came 
to the idea of crawling on hands 
and knees. There was some trou- 
ble, because the enormous belly 
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scraped the stone floor, but with 
great patience the worm made the 
body go as far as the archway 
where the eyes could bring to the 
brain the sight of the village and 
the many people around. 

The worm understood nothing of 
what it saw. It was only later 
that things slowly filtered into 
some sort of sensible pattern. But 
by that time it had managed to 
return to the rice straw mat upon 
which the fat body always sat, 
and being tired from all the ex- 
citement, was ready to fall asleep. 
It wasn’t even aware that it did- 
n’t miss the comfort of warm moist 
soil. Its new home was quite com- 
fortablé, and had a certain sensa- 
tion of being warm and moist that 
would do. 


The next day when the bowls of 
steaming rice were brought and 
set before the huge body, and the 
villagers had retreated, the worm 
became conscious of entirely new, 
thoughts. The odor of delicious 
rice, the influx of digestive juices 
to the stomach, the flow of saliva 
into the mouth, the sensation of 
hunger. 

Marvelling anew at the automa- 
ticity of the wise man’s body, the 
worm watched the fat hands feed 
the mouth, and felt the warm rice 
begin to fill the stomach. Soon 
the worm felt the sensation of being 
quite full and not wanting to eat 


another bite. It was a familiar 
feeling. As a corporeal worm it had 
often felt an identical sensation, 
and had always stopped and went 
to sleep. 

It was much puzzled by thoughts 
that urged it to keep eating, but its 
own desires were stronger. Almost 
immediately it fell asleep. 


It was awakened by strange 
sounds which its brain told it 
were the moanings of villagers. 
Such moans, another field of 
thought said, meant that they de- 
sired an audience, so that he must 
take off his eye cups and take out 
his ear plugs. He did so. 


The sight of the half dozen vil- 
lagers brought many strange 
thoughts into consciousness. One 
set of ideas said that the villagers 
were starved, their ribs showing 
plainly through thin skin. They 
did not get enough rice to eat. 

The worm ignored their moans 
and gestured for them to eat the 
remaining rice. They trembled 
violently and motioned for him to 
eat it. He shook his head and 
heard his voice utter the words that 
conveyed the thought that they 
should eat and grow as fat as him- 
self. But hbis invitation seemed 
only to make the villagers tremble 
the more. 

Finally the worm had the wise 
man’s body gesture for them to 
leave him. When they were gone 
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he spent all his time exploring a 
rich field of thoughts that gave 
him many ideas he liked very 
much, 

He took out his ear plugs and 
his mouth plug and his nostril 
plugs. He knew they were worth 
much money, and the villagers were 
sorely in need of money and would 
do anything for it. He arrayed his 
tiches in front of him. After a 
while he realized how much more 
comfortable he felt without all 
the plugs stuck here and there in 
his head. 

He began to feel quite happy. 
The villagers were seemingly quite 
unhappy. He wanted them to be 
as happy as he was, and could 
hardly wait for them to come again 
so he could tell them of his plans. 


The next day when they brought 
him his many bowls of steaming 
rice, he commanded them to sit 
down before him and eat with 
him. He ate only a little rice from 
one bowl. He coaxed and he ar- 
gued and he commanded, but he 
could not get the villagers to eat 
one bite of the rice in the other 
bowls. Finally he decided they 
must be afraid to eat while in his 
presence. It made him unhappy, 
but to reassure them he gave the 
one that trembled most one of his 
ear plugs with its gem shining so 
brightly, and ordered them all to 
leave. 


It was, he felt, a good beginning 
in making friends with the vil- 
lagers. Soon they would all be- 
come as fat as he himself, and 
they would sell the gold and jewels 
for much money that would buy 
all kinds of things. Then everyone 
in the village would be happy with 
him. There were places far away 
where everyone was happy and had 
money to buy all kinds of things. 
The villagers had a right to be 
that way too. 

During the night the corporeal 
ears of the wise man brought to 
the worm the sounds of much 
weeping and chanting in the vil- 
lage. When morning came all was 
quiet, but every once in a while 
a face would appear briefly in the 
entryway, to vanish almost as 
quickly as it appeared. Each time 
it was a different face, and each 
time the eyes in the face were 
very wide with fear. 

At the regular time, several vil- 
lagers entered the temple, bearing 
huge bowls of rice, twice as huge 
as before, and piled much higher 
than before with rice that steamed 
much more than previously. Only 
one of the villagers was not carry- 
ing a bowl of rice. This one crawl- 
ed on his belly until he was with- 
in inches of the fat body of the 
wise man, then extended his hand, 
and there lying on the open palm 
was the ear plug. But now it was 


Be MYSTIC 


resplendent with several jewels of 
different colors. 2 

Suddenly the worm thought he 
understood. He directed the wise 
man’s body to eat one bite from 
each of the huge bowls. Then he 
pushed the bowls toward their 
owners. When they didn’t move 
to take them, he picked up all his 
head plugs and laid one on each 
of the bowls, keeping only the ear 
plug that the villager had given 
him. And to reward this villager, 
he gave him the largest plug, the 
mouth plug with its rows of pearls. 

After he had commanded them 
to take their gifts and depart, he 
felt very happy. They would have 
much rice to eat now, and for him- 
self, his body was quite content to 
feel hunger. It was a good feel- 
ing. 

That night the weeping and tra- 
vail that seeped into the temple 
were much louder. The next day 
none of the villagers appeared, but 
in late afternoon a little child stole 
timidly into view, carrying a very 
small bowl with just a little rice 
in it. The fat hody of the wise man 
was quite hungry by now. It ac- 
cepted the small portion of rice 
with words of gratitude. This made 
the child’s eyes very wide with 
surprise, and very thoughtful. 

The worm thought this a good 
time to tell someone its views on 
things, The ideas it had seemed 


to be tied up with words that the 
child didn’t understand. 

Finally the child did a very 
strange thing. It picked up the 
empty rice bowl and threw it at 
the body of the wise man, then 
after looking at the wise man with 
wide eyes for the space of two 
heart-beats, turned and ran away. 


For many days after that no one 
came into the temple of the wise 
man. It was very quiet all the 
time. The worm didn’t mind. It 
was immersed in boring into a rich 
field of thoughts, devouring them 
one after another, savoring the 
flavor of each. Some of the 
thoughts were so tremendous that 
it made the worm dizzy to con- 
template them. The body seemed 
dominated by a sensation of hun- 
ger, so he ignored the body sensa- 
tions as much as possible. Other 
rich loams of thoughts fairly 
crawled with determination for him 
to eat of them. 


Finally the hunger of the body 
stopped making itself felt. In its 
place was a feeling of new strength 
and energy. At the same time 
the body seemed to grow thinner. 

One day the worm felt the ir- 
resistible urge to get the body to 
stand up, and discovered it could 
do so without much trouble. It 
stumbled and fell, but automatic- 
ally picked itself up again and 
kept on toward the opening to the 
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outside. 

The worm by now no longer 
thought of itself as a worm, but 
as the person whose body it occu- 
pied. The wise man. He had de- 
voured many many thoughts. Tru- 
ly he was now as wise as the wise 
man himself! Perhaps even wiser, 
because the wise man had permitted 
the villagers to starve, while he 
had plans that would make them 
all wealthy. 

He stood in the arch of the tem- 
ple reviewing his plans. There was 
little wrong with the soil in the 
fields except lack of fertilizer. With 
the money his gold and jewels 
would bring the villagers could 
buy tons of fertilizer, and several 
tractor plows and cultivators. Al- 
so the rice was inferior to several 
varieties. A hybrid rice could be 
discovered which would yield many 
more bushels per acre. With rich 
rice fields and modern equipment, 
the government might build a rail- 
road spur to this village and then 
the villagers could export their 
surplus and use the money to buy 
more equipment, build modern 
houses, perhaps bring in electric 
power and start factories. 

Schools to teach the children 
how to read and write would be 
a part of this great plan. Some 
of the graduates of the schools 
would go to higher schools of 
learning and become officials in 


the government, and in their po- 
sitions of authority they could see 
to it that more opportunities came 
to the village. In time it would 
swell to become a city! 

The worm watched several chil- 
dren, almost naked and very dirty, 
playing in the street not far away. 
They didn’t know yet what a won- 
derful future lay in store for them. 
Oh, they wouldn’t like it at first. 
It would mean hard work. But in 
the end they would appreciate 
it, and thank him for all he had 
done for them. 

The worm’s newfound soul ex- 
panded with confidence and the 
feeling of power and wisdom. He 
deserted the protection of the arch- 
way and staggered down the street 
in search of adult villagers to ac- 
quaint them with his plans for 
them. His body was quite weak, 
he discovered. Nearly all its fat 
was gone from days of having 
nothing to eat. But part of his 
giddiness was from gladness for the 
villagers. 

The first stone caught him com- 
pletely by surprise. It hit him 
on the chest and broke a rib, and 
sent him staggering backwards. Al- 
most immediately there was a ring 
of villagers around him, keeping 
their distance, but jeering at him. 
Another stone appeared out of no- 
where and hit him on the leg, 
sending sharp pains along it. 


“Wait!” he pleaded. “Listen to 
what I have planned for you!” 

But his words were drowned out 
in the bedlam that broke loose. 
More stones rained upon him. Fin- 
ally he had to forget his attempt 
to explain to the villagers and 
concentrate on running for his life. 

He was bleeding in many places, 
and there were sore bruises all 
over him when he finally escaped 
into a field of tall grass and lay 
down and became very still. 

Unhappiness overwhelmed him, 
and he wept. Finally he slept. 
When he awakened he was too stiff 
and sore to move. 

That was where the holy man 
and the wise man found him. 


hs my,” the wise man said, 
completely at a loss for 
words. 


“What happened?” the holy man 
asked the worm, lifting it from the 
suffering body and comforting it. 

Haltingly, forming the thoughts 
and the words without benefit of 
a brain to help it, the worm told 
them what had happened. And with 
each statement the wise man 
groaned and beat his forehead 
with his fist. 

Finally the worm had finished 
his tale. Dumbly he looked from 
the holy man to the wise man and 
back again, and asked weakly, 
“What did I do wrong?” 


“Everything!” the wise man ex- 
ploded, then forced himself to be 
calm. In an aside to the holy man 
he said, “I guessed it the moment 
I knew there was trouble. It was 
my fault. I should have realized 
the worm wouldn’t have a sense of 
discrimination. Of course it was 
just dumb luck that it stumbled 
onto that field of thoughts tied 
up with what I learned at the Uni- 
versity of Washington when I went 
there for my Master’s degree as 
an exchange student in my youth.” 
He turned back to the worm and 
began to explain gently. 

“You did just about everything 
wrong, little worm,” he said. “In 
the first place, you should have eat- 
en all the rice even if it killed you. 
For many years I have forced my- 
self to eat more and more, until 
the very thought of rice made me 
turn inside out. But to have left 
one little grain would have been 
not only discourteous, but a warn- 
ing of displeasure with the giver. 
Those people starved themselves to 
find the greater pleasure of giving 
their life substance to one who 
symbolized to them the path of wis- 
dom. I had a hard time realizing 
that myself when I first came here 
years ago. 

“In the second place, you should 
never have permitted them to see 
you without all your plugs in place. 
To them I am so wise that I must 
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keep my wisdom plugged up or it 
will spill out all over. There was 
a certain amount of fakery con- 
nected with that. For instance, I 
had to drill fine holes in the nose 
plugs so I could breathe. They did- 
n’t know about that, and thought 
I had no need of air. To them 
that only meant I was truly wise. 
They very seldom found anything 
that needed my wisdom to straight- 
en out, and when they did it was 
generally so simple that an idiot 
could have given them the answer. 
But there was a common sense 
purpose behind the quackery of my 
position. But they have a hard 
life. They need to feel that it 
isn’t purposeless, that their lives 
aren’t completely wasted here. The 
presence of a wise man gave them 
a responsibility, a purpose in life. 
And my presence became a symbol 
of security to them. I can guess 
the dreams for them you had when 
you started devouring my memo- 
ries of the United States with all 
its modern ways of doing things. I 
had those dreams myself once. 
They wouldn’t work here yet. Such 
things don’t spring up full blown, 
an island of civilization in a back- 
ward country. Why, my head plugs 
would never get across the robber 
infested country between here and 
a coast city to be sold. They would 
be stolen! 


“When you gave one of the ear 


plugs to one of the villagers as a 
gift, he could only think that you 
were displeased with it and were 
demanding that more jewels be 
found and put on it. Your only 
touching the rice given you was 
interpreted by them as a threat of 
dire consequences to the whole 
village if it were not done, and 
quickly! And when, the next day, 
you refused almost entirely to touch 
any of the rice, it was quite plain 
to the unhappy villagers that un- 
less all the plugs were adorned 
with many jewels at once, they 
would not be permitted to eat an- 
other grain of rice until it was 
done. Oh, my poor villagers. I 
have sacrificed my every earthly 
desire to make them happy. And 
now look what has happened!” 


“I am sorry your body is so 
bruised,” the worm said sadly. 

“My body is not what I am talk- 
ing about!” the wise man said, 
starting to scream the words, then 
forcing himself to be calm. “It 
is the villagers I am worried about. 
They are cut loose from a purpose 
in life, from the security of being 
watched over by a wise man.” 

The holy man coughed dis- 
creetly and said to the worm, “Now 
do you see what I meant at the 
beginning about thinking? There 
is more to thinking than devouring 
thoughts. Those thoughts must 
be carefully digested and seasoned 
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with judgment and understanding.” 

“I think I begin to understand,” 
the worm said humbly. It began 
to tremble in the palm of the holy 
man’s hand. “Does it mean I’m 
through? Are you going to cast 
me down? Please, give me just 
one more chance. I could never 
return to just eating dirt, much as 
I love its taste. I have learned to 
think. You even said I had a 
natural aptitude for it. Maybe I 
could learn judgment and under- 
standing also—if I had another 
chance.” 

The wise man shook his head. 
“Not here, I’m afraid. It will take 
me a year and many miracles to 
restore the villagers’ faith in me. 
Until then they will feel insecure, 
waking up in the night with the 
memory of terrible dreams, falling 
victim to any disease that comes 
along, being accident prone. . ” 

“Please,” the worm pleaded. 
“Perhaps if you stayed around 
and coached me a little before you 
left I could catch on better.” 

“You really desire another 
chance?” the holy man asked the 
little worm sadly. 

“Oh, yes!” the worm exclaimed. 

“Then I must see that you get 
it, since I am your servant until 
my Karmic debt to you is paid. 
Fortunately the wise man con- 
sented of his own free will to as- 
sist us, or that debt would be hope- 
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lessly great now. Hmm. I won- 
der. There is a village to the 
south where the villagers are more 
enlightened. The wise man does 
not have to eat too much rice, and 
the villagers do not have to starve. 


I will make you some warm moist 
soil of the material of the Kama- 
loka in which you can bore and 
eat to your heart’s content while I 
help this wise man repair the dam- 
age you have done. Then we will 
go south and seek the assistance of 
this other wise man.” 


E was many days later that the 
holy man announced to the 
worm they were free to leave for 
the south. “The wise man is re- 
stored to his position in the vil- 
lage,” he said. “Actually, it was- 
n’t too difficult. The villagers were 
already half convinced that not 
having one of his earplugs in for 
a whole day had caused so much 
of his wisdom to leak out that 
what followed was inevitable.” 
“Im very glad for him,” the 
worm said, as they started out. 
“Of course, it will be some time 
before the wise man’s position is 
as secure as before. He caused a 
blight to strike the rice crop that 
is about ready to be harvested. 
That was for the purpose of con- 
vincing the villagers they will be 
sufficiently punished for having 
stoned their wise man. While they 
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subsist on grasses and roots and 
the bark of trees, and watch the 
wise man daily grow more fat 
again on their small supply of rice, 
they will find the inner security 
that comes only when we have paid 
for our sins.” 

“It makes me feel very humble,” 
the worm said, “to realize anew 
how ‘much there is to eating 
thoughts and digesting them prop- 
erly.” It wriggled excitedly in the 
palm of the holy man’s hand. “I 
have been waiting until you came 
so I could tell you,” it said. “I’ve 
been thinking. It was as you said, 
the brain I sat in taught me how 
to think, a little bit. Of course I 
could never think as well as such 
a wonderful corporeal machine as 
that brain though. ” 

The holy man smiled fondly at 
the worm. “I doubt that it is real- 
ly thinking,” he said. “You ob- 
served the thinking going on in 
the wise man’s brain, and you got 
a smattering of an idea of what is 
thinking. What you have probab- 
ly been doing is think you are 
thinking, when in reality—” 

But wouldn’t that be the same 
thing?” the worm asked humbly. 

The holy man blinked at it star- 
tled for a moment, then shook his 
head. “Not quite,” he said. “Per- 
haps I should have said you felt 
you were thinking. Many people, 
even those with very good brains, 


fall into the error of feeling that 
they are thinking. At sometime or 
other perhaps they did a little 
thinking, and while they were do- 
ing it they of course became ac- 
quainted with the way it feels to 
be thinking. At other times they 
have the same feeling, and assume 
that because they have that feel- 
ing they must be thinking. Do you 
understand? I’m trying to make it 
very simple for you. Thinking 
does create a feeling of thinking, 
but having a feeling of thinking 
does not create thinking.” 

The worm’s excited wriggling 
had slowed down and come to a 
complete stop. “I think,” it said, 
“that is, I feel that you must be 
right, because I am sure I could 
never do thinking like that.” But 
its excitement returned. “Would 
you like to know what I—I felt 
that I thought while you and the 
wise man were busy getting the 
villagers straightened out?” 

“If you wish to tell me,” the 
holy man said. 


“Well,” the worm said, “I felt 
that I thought the wise man is per- 
haps the greatest worm in the 
whole existence.” 

“T see,” the holy man said slow- 
ly. 
uot course,” the worm added 
hastily, “I feel that I realize that 
I am only a beginner at thinking. 
But I felt that that was pretty 
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good. I felt it this way. He has 
bored through some very big 
mounds of thought, and has eaten 
some thoughts that I could not 
even begin to swallow.” 


The holy man’s lips quirked 


imperceptibly, but he kept a 
straight face. “That 7s very good 
for a beginner,” he said. “How- 


ever, the trouble is not so much 
with the size of a thought when 
you swallow it. The big trouble 
with thoughts is that after you 
swallow them and begin to digest 
them, they get bigger and bigger.” 


“And longer and longer,” the 
worm said. “That’s the way I feel 
it is about swallowing a thought. 
It’s like swallowing a little knot on 
the end of a string. But that’s 
what is so fascinating about think- 
ing. Even now, when I probably 
don’t think, but only feel that I 
am thinking, I can feel that I am 
thinking about thinking, and I can 
also feel that I feel that I am 
thinking about thinking. Dirt was 
never like that. You just ate it 
and that was that. Like the wise 
man’s body eats rice.” 

“Perhaps you are right,” the 
holy man said. “Ahead by the side 
of the path I see an old student of 
mine. We must stop and tell him 
all that has happened... ” 


LTOGETHER it took five 
days to make the thirty mile 


journey to the village in the south. 
“Im sorry I delayed our journey 
so tediously,” the holy man said 
as they came within sight of the 
village. “But if I had neglected 
to tell one person who saw us and 
asked for my story, and that per- 
son had later killed any living 
thing because of my carelessness, 
it would have been added to my 
Karmic debt. However, here we 
are.” È 

They progressed through the vil- 
Íage, unseen by all except two or 
three small children who ran 
away. 

“I seem to sense warm moist 
earth,” the worm said. 

“Yes indeed,” the holy man said. 
“The land about this village is 
very rich. The rice crop is al- 
Ways very great. It is near the 
harvest time, and already some of 
the villagers are threshing out the 
grains at their doorstep. These 
people are well fed, and many of 
them are quite fat. Ah, I see the 
wise man of this village ahead. He 
is seated in the center of the vil- 
lage.” 

“Ts he fatter than the first wise 
man?” the worm asked. 

“On the contrary little worm,” 
the holy man said. “He is noth- 
ing but skin and bones.” 

“But he has many ornaments 
and plugs of gold and jewels?” 

“Alas, no,” the holy man said. 
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“He has no ornaments and does 
not put plugs in his head to keep 
his wisdom from leaking away.” 

“Don’t the people bring him 
gifts of steaming bowls of rice, and 
gifts of gold and jewels?” the 
worm asked. 

“Of course they do. Right now, 
surrounding him, are several bowls 
of steaming rice, but he eats only 
a small portion every few days— 
just enough to Keep barely alive. 
And he gives the jewels and the 
gold to beggars.” 

“I do not understand,” the worm 
said. “The first wise man had 
to eat more than he really wanted, 
and grow very fat when he would 
rather have been thin, so that the 
villagers were starving and poor. 
Here the villagers are rich and fat, 
and the wise man starves and re- 
mains poor giving his riches away. 
Why is that?” 

“Its easy to understand, worm. 
In the first village the people, al- 
ways on the verge of starvation 
and having nothing in the way of 
riches, naturally associated fatness 
and wealth with wisdom. In this 
village, where everyone is rich and 
more or less fat, it is natural for 
the villagers to associate contempt 
of food and wealth with wisdom. 
In both cases wisdom demands that 
the wise man put on the appear- 
ance of wisdom. But here is the 
wise man.” 


The wise man had risen from his 
body at their approach. He drop- 
ped to his knees and touched his 
forehead to the ground. “Welcome 
to my poor village, oh Bodhis- 
attva,” he murmured uncertainly. 
“I am barely part way into the 
first stage of dasa bhumi, only a 
little above a worm in progress, 
not worthy of your attention—” 

“Be at rest with your soul, oh 
wise man,” the holy man said 
kindly. He then proceeded to tell 
the wise man everything that had 
happened, leaving out nothing. “I 
have told you all,” he concluded, 
“because I would ask you a favor, 
and you must know what it could 
lead to. In that way, if you freely 
consent to grant my favor, no Kar- 
ma will be added against me.” 

“I weep for your misfortune,” 
the wise man said. “My own path 
toward Nirvana leads through a 
thousand times a thousand future 
lives, so I would be selfish indeed 
if I did not grant your request. 
Perhaps Buddhi willed that you 
come to me, for I have often said 


to myself that I am barely more 


than a worm in progress — and 
now a worm desires to trade places 
with me.” 

“But only until he has had a 
chance to see what thinking is like 
and whether he would rather eat 
thoughts than dirt,” the holy man 
said hastily. “He is merely a be- 
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ginner, able only to feel that he 
thinks.” 

“Truly a rank beginner then,” 
the wise man said. “The wise man 
is one who feels that he doesn’t 
think. But this worm may be 
wiser than it seems, for it is striv- 
ing to think. That shows talent. 
Let me see this lowly creature so 
that I may admire it. Surely Gau- 
tama Buddha has smiled upon it to 
have condemned it to be crushed 
by the hand of Bodhisattva!” 


“That’s one way of looking at 
it,” the holy man Said, opening 
his hand and exposing the worm, 
which wriggled happily in greeting 
to the wise man. 


“Hmm,” the wise man said 
thoughtfully. “I am filled with 
wonder and humbleness. Let us 
place this worm at the seat of my 
brain and observe the effect. But 
first, wondrous worm, let me cau- 
tion you on something. Do not 
play upon the keys that control 
my muscular movements without 
at first discussing with me and the 
holy man what you plan to do. So 
far as the brain itself is concerned, 
however, you may bore through it, 
eating thoughts until you are very 
very fat—although you will prob- 
ably find the soil of my brain very 
dry and unpalatable. I have tried 
to enrich it with warmness and 
comforting moistness, but I am 
barren of talent.” 


The holy man moved to place 
the worm inside the brain of the 
wise man’s body. “Relax, little 
worm,” he said. “You are very 
stiff with nervousness, and quiver- 
ing with excitement. You must be 
relaxed so that you can curl com- 
fortably within the central seat of 
consciousness and control.” 

“I will try,” the worm said. 

“We will not leave you,” the 
holy man soothed. 

“Thank you,” the worm said 
gratefully. Almost at once it be- 
gan to relax. 

“See?” the holy man said. “You 
are relaxed already.” He carefully 
lodged the worm in the wise man’s 
brain. “How does it feel? Are 
you comfortable?” 

Then the holy man and the 
wise man smiled at each other. 
The worm was so wrapped up in 
the richness of sensation that was 
flowing through it that it had not 
heard a thing.. 

But after several hours the worm 
cautiously used the wise man’s 
body to sigh happily. “Now I am 
really thinking!” it said. 

“How are my mounds of 
thoughts in comparison to thosé of 
the first wise man?” the wise man 
asked. 

“That I cannot answer because 
it is all so far more wondtous than 
the dirt I had previously thought 
to be all there was to eat that I 
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am overcome with intoxication. 
However, I must say this. Your 
mounds of thought are so moist 
and warm that if you really think 
them dry and cold I would be 
afraid to enter a mound of thought 
comfortably warm and moist. I 
would drown and cook in such a 
mound!” 

“Already you are digesting many 
thoughts!” the wise man exclaim- 
ed. “Holy man, this worm you ac- 
cidentally crushed to death is a 
genius of a worm if there ever was 
one! I am humble in its presence, 
for after ten thousand times nine 
thousand nine hundred and ninety- 
nine incarnations I have less than 
half as much talent!” 

“That is as it may be,” the holy 
man said. “However, we must re- 
member that the worm is merely 
getting a little experience with 
thinking to see how it likes it. It 
has already found that eating 
thoughts is somewhat different 
than eating ordinary dirt. Thoughts 
have a habit of suddenly becoming 
indigestible after being partly di- 
gested, of nourishing the soul for 
a time and then turning to poison. 


Our worm felt up a wonderful an- 
alogy while yet it could only feel 
that it might be thinking. It com- 
pared eating some thoughts to eat- 
ing the little knot on the end of a 
string.” 

“The worm 


felt that about 


thinking?” the wise man marvel- 
led. “Truly a genius. Yes indeed! 
One swallows a little knot of 
thought, not noticing the string at- 
tached, and before one gets very 
far one is entangled in string with- 
out end. A whole philosophy is 
contained in that thought. For ex- 
ample, to deceive a person, you 
feed that person a little knot at 
the end of a string. Once that 
person swallows the little knot, it 
is easy to string him along as he 
gulps inch after inch of the line, 
thinking there is always only one 
more little inch to swallow. Are you 
sure this lowly worm is not Gau- 
tama Buddha Himself, returned in 
the guise of a worm to teach us 
true humbleness, oh Bodhisattva?” 

“But I did not feel all those 
things! ”the worm said. “At least, 
I don’t feel that I felt them. The 
string meant something entirely 
different to me—I feel.” 

“Oh?” the wise man said. “What 
did you feel about the string?” 

“T felt that with ordinary dirt, 
swallowing a particle leads to noth- 
ing at all. You must reach out all 
over again for another particle of 
dirt. It takes as much effort to 
find and swallow a particle of dirt 
as it would to find and swallow a 
thought, but with this difference. 
Once you’ve swallowed and digested 
a thought there is another thought 
attached to it, so that by the sim- 
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ple act of swallowing the first one 
you find a giant ball of food nicely 
prepared for swallowing a little at 
a time, endlessly.” 

“I see,” the wise man said. 
“Well, it is getting along in the 
day. How would you like to try 
your talents at feeding my body 
some rice? I understand that the 
other wise man did things a little 
differently. You must be very 
careful to take only a very little. 
When you have barely tasted the 
rice you must push it away, so 
that the beggars gathered around 
at a respectful distance can then 
come up and eat the rest of it.” 

“I will try,” the worm said, “but 
your body is very hungry.” 

“I know,” the wise man said 
sadly. “But these villagers are my 
wards. I have sacrificed my every 
earthly desire to make them 
happy.” 

“Those are the very words the 
other wise man used,” the worm 
marvelled. “Thoughts are truly 
wonderful.” 

“When they don’t give you in- 
digestion of the soul,” the wise 
man said. 

The wise man and the holy man 
watched carefully while the wise 
man’s body moved in the routine 
of eating. The wise man was 
ready to leap to the controls if his 
body broke away from the worm’s 
control and began gulping huge 
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mouthfuls, but the worm handled 
the body very well. 

“You direct my body very com. 
petently, the wise man said. “I 
do believe it isn’t the least aware 
of a stranger at the controls!” 

“Thank you,” the worm said 
humbly. 

The wise man caught the holy 
man’s eye and signaled that he 
wished a private talk. Together 
they wandered away, but not too 
far to keep an eye on things. 

“That is a very talented worm,” 
the wise man said. 

“It is indeed,” the holy man 
agreed. “Perhaps one in a mil- 
lion.” 

“I’ve been thinking ... ” the 
wise man said. 

“Yes?” the holy man prompted. 


“The duties of my body tie me 
down quite a bit,” the wise man 
said. “It would be a little unusual, 
but it might be a good thing to 
take the worm on as an apprentice. 
If things worked out it would free 
me to sit at the feet of a great 
teacher whose cave is only a short 
distance from here.” 

“You mean you would take over 
the Karma of the worm and free 
me of my last earthly tie,” the 
holy man said hopefully. 

“Mind you, I’m not making any 
decisions yet,” the wise man said. 
“I just wanted you to know what 
I am thinking. I realize how he 
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botched the other wise man’s set- 
up. But mine is a little different. 
My villagers are on the average 
many incarnations advanced over 
those of that other wise man. And 
in all due humility, it’s possible 
that so much fat dulled the action 
of his brain somewhat. Dieting 
has kept my brain whetted to a 
razor sharp edge, and the worm 
would be using it to think with 
while he was learning.” 

“But what about judgment?” 
the holy man said. “The seat of 
judgment is not in the brain, but 
in the soul.” 

“Pah!” the wise man said. “The 
villagers only occasionally run into 
a problem that requires my at- 
tention. None of them are very 
tough problems.” 

“That may be as it may be,” 
the holy man said. “However, if 
I let you be impetuous in this mat- 
ter when I could point out the many 
possibilities that would make you 
regret your action, I would become 
bound to you for a time. It would 
be wiser to wait until you have 
observed my worm handling one of 
the problems of the villagers be- 
fore making final decision.” 

“T will accept your advice,” the 
wise man said humbly. “We can 
talk again later.” 


“Yes, of course,” the holy man 
said. “We will—” 


Bole the holy man and the 
wise man saw the half dozen 
villagers who had appeared, run- 
ning toward the physical body of 
the wise man. 

“It seems that a problem has 
arisen in the village sooner than I 
could have hoped for,” the wise 
man said. He and the holy man 
hurried back to the worm. 

“What have I neglected to do?” 
the worm said anxiously. “The vil- 
lagers come to attack me already.” 

“No no,” the wise man assured 
the worm. “They come to ask 
the wise- man to advise them on 
something. Do nothing at all. 
They will carry you to the spot. 
And remember, you must say and 
do nothing until you have dis- 
cussed it with us.” 

“I will try to remember,” the 
worm said as the wise man’s body 
was lifted so that it perched on 
the shoulders of two of the vil- 
lagers. 

The holy man and the wise man 
followed closely. Behind them but 
not seeing them followed a grow- 
ing throng of villagers. 

“I am dizzy from the swaying!” 
the worm called frantically. 
“Please, oh wise man, exchange 
places with me and let me just 
watch.” 

“No,” the wise man said. “I 
would, of course, if you really 
meant it. But your fright is only 
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temporary. See? They are al- 
ready setting you down.” 


A strange sight met the eyes of' 


the wise man’s body, to be trans- 
mitted to the worm as images. 
The wise man’s body had been set 
down in the shade under the roof 
of an open-front dwelling typical 
of most dwellings in the village. 
The roof extended out from the 
dwellings for six or eight feet, and 
was supported at its corners by 
poles whose ends were in the well 
packed ground. The living quar- 
ters themselves were concealed be- 
hind rice straw mats suspended 
from the roof, forming a wall of de- 
markation that left an area of 
hard packed ground in front of 
the dwelling but still under the 
roof, 

In this area the villager and his 
wife had quite obviously been 
‘threshing the rice grains from the 
straw by the simple process of 
beating the straw with bamboo 
sticks. The rice grains fell to the 
hard packed ground where they 
accumulated quite thickly. 

And this had given rise to the 
problem that faced the wise man. 
For there was a small child, his 
wails of anguish loud enough to be 
heard to the edge of the village 
and beyond. 

The reason for his anguish was 
also quite obvious. His little hands 
were cupped together, and the cup- 
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like space between his hands was 
filled with rice grains he had 
scooped up from the ground. But 
in scooping up the grains of rice the 
child had reached around one of the 
poles supporting the roof, and now 
could not move away without sep- 
arating his hands and dropping the 
rice. 

The worm saw this at once. “It 
is no real problem,” he said to the 
wise man and the holy man, with- 
out uttering a physical sound with 
the wise man’s throat. “I need 
only tell the parents of this child 
to have him relinquish the rice and 
he will be free.” 

“No no!” the wise man said. 
“Say nothing as yet. We must con- 
sider this problem. It may not be 
so simple as it seems.” 

“But how could there be any 
other answer?” the worm asked. 
“Even your very fine brain tells 
me that is the best answer! ” 

“My very fine brain is still 
merely a brain,” the wise man said. 
“We must use judgment on this 
problem, and that the brain does 
not possess. The brain can only 
think.” 


“But there just doesn’t seem—” 
the bewildered worm began. 

“Listen to me, oh worm,” the 
wise man said. “We must reach 
a decision quickly before the child 
releases the grain by himself. It 
must be obvious to you that the 
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parents thought of asking the child 
to release the grain. Is it not so? 
Even you thought of that -way of 
solving the difficulty.” 

“That seems to be so,” the worm 
said. 

“Then why did they send for 
me?” the wise man demanded. -“I 
will tell you why. ‘It was because 
there had to be another answer. 
And since we must not waste time 
I am forced to tell you what to 
advise them, and explain later.” 

“Very well,” the worm said. 
“What shall I tell them?” 

“Order them to tear down their 
house and pull up the pole that 
imprisons the child!” 

B-b-b-but—” the 
tested. 

“The wise man is right,” the holy 
man said. “We should do as he 
Suggests, or dire consequences will 
surely follow — even worse tban 
those at the other village. 

Without further protest the 
worm caused the wise man’s voice 
to utter the advice. At once de-_ 
lighted expressions appeared on 
every face. In a trice the house 
had been utterly torn down, and 
several strong villagers with many 
grunts and much heaving were 
able to lift the pole from the 
ground and thus permit the child 
to go where it willed. Its anguish- 
ed wailing stopped, to be replaced 
by pleased sounds. It stood up and 


worm pro- 


went over to a basket where it 
dropped its hands full of grain. 
The gathered villagers prostrated 
themselves upon the ground and 
remarked to one another concern- 
ing the wisdom of their wise man, 
and how fortunate they were to 


‘have him. And he was borne back 


to his habitual spot with much 
happy shouting and spreading of 
the story of what had happened. 

“Now I will explain to you, 
worm,” the wise man said when 
the villagers had departed. 

“I wish you would,” the worm 
said humbly. 

“It was a most complex problem, 
as you will see. To start with, if 
I had advised the villagers to do 
what they had already thought of 
and discarded, it would have been 
an affront to them. It would have 
caused the parents of the child to 
lose face for having called on the 
wise man with no problem at all. 
And such is human nature that the 
ridicule and insults piled upon 
them by cruel neighbors would, in 
their inner thoughts, have been 
placed at my door—and rightly. 
In time they would have built up 
their resentment to hatred, and 
perhaps a few days, certainly a 
few weeks from now, they would 
have found some way to get re- 
venge. From that aspect of the 
problem alone I would have de- 
layed my journey toward Nirvana 
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by a hundred lifetimes! However, 
that is only the simplest of as- 
pects of the problem presented to 
me. It might not have been nec- 
essary for them to avenge their 
hurt pride. You see, the other vil- 
lagers also saw the obvious answer 
to this problem, and if I had not 
provided a better answer they 
would have begun to doubt my 
wisdom. Perhaps before the even- 
ing comes I would have been driven 
from the village and stoned.” 

“But why was destroying the 
house a better answer?” the worm 
asked. 


“There are several facets to that, 
as you will see,” the wise man said. 


“Three at least—no, four—per- 
haps many more. The common de- 
nominator of all the facets that 
made my suggested solution the 
right one is one thing—the feelings 
of everyone involved. Consider 
first my own feelings, though they 
are of least importance. In fact, 
we will consider all aspects in as- 
cending importance. I sacrifice my 
every earthly desire in order to be 
a living message to the people of 
this village, and also to the trav- 
eler who might pass through this 
village and observe me. The mes- 
sage has many aspects, but the as- 
pect that applies in this instance is 
the unimportance of wealth— 
even the danger of holding onto 
wealth when it infringes upon more 
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important things. To me the solu- 
tion to the problem was obvious 
from the start. The dwelling was 
thwarting the child’s desires, there- 
fore the dwelling should be re- 
moved, for it is nothing more than 
wealth, while feelings are feelings, 
as you well know.” 

“Yes, oh wise man,” the worm 
said humbly. 

“Next in order of importance, 
the aspect of the villagers’ reac- 
tions. They read in my advice 
again my daily message of the un- 
importance of wealth. In addition, 
they saw that my advice was con- 
sistent with my life and my teach- 
ings. Therefore I was still a wise 
man.” 


“Yes, oh wise man,” the worm 
said humbly. 

“Next in importance,” the wise 
man said, “was the feelings of the 
parents of the child. I have ex- 
plained what they would have been 
if I had failed them, but I have 
not as yet explained what they 
were and are now. For years they 
have brought me huge bowls of rice 
and many valuable gifts. Never 
before had they called upon me for 
help, and they felt they had a right 
to expect help equal in value to the 
gifts they had given me. Perhaps 
their first thought was, ‘Here at 
last is our chance to get value for 
what we have given the wise man!’ 
Such is human nature that when 
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my advice entailed great sacrifice 
in wealth, it increased in value 
as advice to the sum of all they 
had given me in the past and what 
it was costing them to follow it. 
Why is that so? Because they love 
their child. Also because they 
know the essence of the message 
I live daily. And it enabled them 
in this small instance to live that 
message also, by giving up their 
fine dwelling to make their child 
happy.” 

“I am beginning to understand, 
a little bit,” the worm said in an 
almost abject tone. 

“Now we come to the most im- 
portant aspect of the whole prob- 
lem,” the wise man said. “The feel- 
ings of the child. Oh, there are 
most serious ramifications here. 
He did not think by himself of re- 
leasing the hands full of grain and 
picking it up again once he was 
free of the pole. If that obvious 
solution had been forced upon him 
he would have incurred the men- 
tal scar of knowing that he had 
been stupid and had shown him- 
self to be stupid hefore his par- 
ents whom he loves more than life. 
He would have felt himself unwor- 
thy of being their descendent. If 
they had brought that upon him, 
he would have in time hated them 
for it—but perhaps not known why 
he hated them, because the reason 
would have been walled off from 


consciousness! It is possible the 
parents recognized this aspect of 
the problem and that was the rea- 
son for their calling for my help. 
If J had brought that upon him it 
would have been even worse, for 
then it would have been the wise 
man showing him to be stupid. 
His eventual hatred would have 
included me, and eventually all 
wise men. If, when he grew up, 
he gained great political power, he 
might have started great reform 
movements that would bring un- 
told suffering to all wise men and 
even destroy the very foundations 
of our culture—purely as an out- 
growth of this little thing. Much 
more has resulted from much less.” 

“I did not realize ” the 
worm said, grovelling with self 
condemnation. 

“It is nothing for you to be sorry 
for, little worm,” the wise man 
said with great kindness. “None of 
these dire things have happened. 
On the contrary, something very 
wonderful has come out of it for 
the child.” 

“What is that?” the worm said, 
eagerly happy now. 

“Before I tell you, I must men- 
tion another aspect of the basic 
problem that I forgot. The child 
had been helping his parents. The 
post stopped him temporarily, but 
never for a moment did he swerve 
from his purpose. He refused to 
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let go of the grains of rice even 
temporarily in his service to his 
parents. He was saved from ex- 
periencing a defeat in that desire. 
His persistence brought him a spec- 
tacular success. He will grow up 
to be a good son. 

“But the most wonderful thing 
of all is this—a day will come 
when he will discover for himself 
what he should have done. It will 
be an unfoldment from within re- 
freshing to his spirit and soul, a 
symbol to him of the ultimate pur- 
pose of life, which is growth from 
within. Self realization, inner 
growth leading to inner stature 
that shines outward.” 

The holy man spoke now, softly. 
“Now do you understand, little 
Kama Rupa of a worm?” 

“Oh, yes!” the worm said. “But 
I understand much more than the 
wisdom of the wise man now, Much 
more. I understand among other 
things why there are hardly 
enough wise men for there to be 
one for each village. I understand 
why there are so many villagers 
for each wise man, and why it 
takes ten thousand times ten thou- 
sand lives to become wise at all. 
And I understand why my stom- 
ach, created for digesting only 
dirt, is not able to digest the 
thoughts that fill it to bursting.” 

“Then,” said the holy man, “the 
time has come when I can fairly 


ask you what you wish to do, so 
that I can help you to do it and 
free myself of the Karma of hav- 
ing crushed your physical body ac- 
cidentally. Since thoughts now 
fill your stomach almost to burst- 
ing and cannot be digested, sure- 


ly your desire will be to return 


to life again as a worm, boring 
through the warm moist soil and 
eating it, so that in digesting it 
you can feel the fresh energy that 
flows through your worm body, 
creating many wonderful feelings 
in your soul. Come. I will carry 
you to the nearest meadow and 
place you within a healthy worm 
egg where you may rest and sleep 
until it grows into a worm body 
for you.” 

“Very well,” the worm said sad- 
ly, “but—” 

“That is not your desire?” the 
holy man said in tones of unbe- 
lief, but winking at the wise man. 
“Surely it must be! That is the 
obvious thing for you to choose, 
constructed as you are!” 

“Then I will do it—for you, oh 
holy man,” the worm said sadly. 
“But some day, would it be pos- 
Sible for me, if I tried very hard, 
to—to—?” 

The holy man gasped. “Why, 
I can’t believe my senses!” he said. 
“Do you mean that after all you 
have experienced you have become 
attached to.eating thoughts? They 
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make your belly bloated and ten- 
der, you cannot digest them. It 
would take at least nine thousand 
times ten thousand incarnations in 
human form for you to acquire a 
crude taste for them—plus the di- 
gestive juices to digest them.” 

“You mean?” the worm said. 
“Oh, I can’t believe it is true! You 
mean I may choose to begin the 
long journey through—” 

“It would be a long journey,” 
the holy man said. “It would be 
swallowing the knot at one end of 
a very very long string. But if, 
within your soul, you feel you 


would never desire to turn back 
2 


“It is the longing of my very 
soul,” the worm said. 

“It has been the cherished hope 
of mine from the moment I crush- 
ed you accidentally,” the holy man 
said softly. “Come. I will find 
a living human seed for you to 


Ghost of the Living 


iE was about midnight and I 
had just said goodbye to my caller. 
Suddenly I heard my mother call 
out from her bedroom and inquire 
if anything was the matter. I 
asked her what she meant and 
this is what she told me. She 
said she had been awakened by a 
sound and glanced up to see me 
standing in the doorway, looking at 


curl up in.” He lifted the worm 
from the wise man’s head and held 
it tenderly in the palm of his 
hand, where it lay very still, sub- 
dued by the immensity of its de- 
cision. “And,” the holy man said, 
looking up at the wise man who 
stood with a tear in his eye, “I 
have more than a suspicion that 
crushing this little and so loveable 
worm was no accident. Who of us 
—even those who have ascended to 
Nirvana, forsaking all consciousness 
of self to become part of the Bud- 
dhi — can know the inscrutible 
workings of that Buddhi who is as 
far above us as we are above the 
individual atoms of our beings?” 


“Who indeed, oh Bodhisattva?” 
the wise man whispered as he 
watched the holy man depart, go- 
ing from dwelling place to dwell- 
ing place in search of a freshly 
created human egg in which to 
place his little ward. 


By Wanita Norris 


her. She said she asked me what 
was the matter and I disappeared. 

My father also says that he was 
awakened at the same time and 
saw me. 

Both swear that they were awake 
at the time. 

The problem is that at the time 
they both swear seeing me, I was 
in the living room and hadn't left 
it for several hours. 


WHAT IS TO BE... 


By Melva Rogers 


¢ i Deere Git in here and day ahead of her. 
do the dishes!” Mrs. My- She walked slowly at first, her 
ers screamed in a high large blue eyes missing few of the 
pitched voice as ragged as her movements around her. Little in- 
dress. sects, silent little animals, unafraid 
“Won’t!” Thelma called from the birds. Colors. A thousand shades of 
edge of the trees. From long habit green in the leaves and the gras- 
she knew she was safe. Her mother ses. 


would think dire threats and do Every other color in the flowers, 

the dishes herself—and forget the the butterflies, the soft little ani- 

whole thing by lunchtime. mals. A thousand odors to match 
“TI tell yer paw!” Mrs. Myers them. A hundred identifiable sounds 

threatened. whispering in the faint breath of 
Thelma stuck out her tongue with the atmosphere. 

all the impudence of her seventeen From the north came the strong 


years and turned away. In half a odor of newmown alfalfa mixed 
dozen steps her mother and the with oat hay. From ahead, toward 
house were out of sight, and forgot- the east, came the smel! of water 
ten. This was Saturday. A whole and newly dead and old-dead fish. 


78 


Many people believe in predestination. That there is a basis for this 
belief is a question which conflicts with the principle of free will. 
Yet, it is true that coming events cast their shadow before them, 
and in that respect, every event that has already happened, has 
some bearing on what is fo happen. In any relationship, it seems 


logical that it should work both ways—thus, is what is to be influen- 
tial on what has been? Here is an interesting concept, and our 


author, who is a woman (and woman is supposed to be less sus- 
ceptible to fate because of her prerogative to “change her mind”) 
gives us an interesting theory explaining how this might be, and if 
it is, how it must be possible to influence the future. The problem 
is this: precognition has been proven to exist. Thus, if we see an 
event that is about to happen, can we do anything to cause it not to 
happen? Free will seems to say we can. And if we can, just what 
is the method? And if, womanlike, we change our mind, what then? 


Eight year old Clem Marlow would 
be earning tips cleaning fish for 
the city fellows who had come all 
the way from Chicago, mostly, to 
catch bass and wall-eyes, and the 
local people content with crappies. 

Off to the right was the smell of 
a dead animal in the brush. And 
for a minute the smell of exhaust 
gasses from some car on the high- 
way ahead but still out of sight was 
stronger than anything else. Most- 
ly burning oil. That would be a 
local car — maybe the Johnson 
Buick. A faint sound of a motor 
knocking came through the trees 
for a minute. So it was the Heeb 
Hudson. Maybe little Bart was 
driving it. 
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Thelma dawdled along the faint 
path, reluctant to reach the high- 
way while the possibility of being 
seen by little Bart was present. He 
was nineteen—and she didn’t like 
him. He called her crazy Thelma. 

It didn’t matter, really. He would 
be drafted next spring when the 
war started, and he would be killed 
in the fall. Thelma felt sorry for 
him, so she forgave him calling her 
crazy Thelma. But she avoided him 
as much as she could out of school. 

She knew why he called her 
that. There was crazy Mary who 
lived over the other side of the 
lake and made no bones about put- 
ting hexes on people—or taking 
them off for a bit of money. Thelma 
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had gone to visit crazy Mary once 
and had run away and trembled 
for a month every time she thought 
of her visit. Crazy Mary was over 
a hundred years old and only look- 
ed fifty, and nobody knew it. The 
worst of it was that crazy Mary 
would live at least another hundred 
years, but she would hide the fact 
by slipping away some night and 
settling down a long ways away 
whete nobody knew her. She had 
things she took. That’s why she 
wouldn’t die. 

After that visit crazy Mary talk- 
ed to her through her mind some- 
times, but not very often. Thelma 
got over her fear, but never went 
back to see Mary. When she 
thought about going back she felt 
too shy. Crazy Mary knew about 
her too much. Other people just 
thought she imagined things. Like 
little Bart when she told him he 
would be drafted and get killed. 


A new sound came from the high- 
way. Tires and no motor sounds. 
That would be a city car. Suddenly 
the tire hum began to die rapidly. 
The care had stopped just ahead 
of her over the bank. A car door 
slammed. A man’s voice said some 
cuss words. A flat tire. 

Thelma ran lightly up the bank. 
The highway was in plain view but 
she herself was concealed. Less 
than fifty feet away she saw the 
car, a late Hudson, low slung. It 


was the right rear tire. 

She had never seen the man be- 
fore. His name was Pete Tascher- 
eau, which was a very strange last 
name. He was twenty-three years 
old and not married yet. He lived 
in Chicago and owned a music stu- 
dio and taught music on almost ev- 
ery instrument and played them all 
very good. He composed music, too, 
and before the tire went flat he 
had been working in his thoughts 
on a song he was composing. He 
liked three different girls in Chica- 
go, but not much. Thelma couldn’t 
see them very well because Pete 
had grotesque mental images of 
them. 

She decided she liked him. Some- 
thing else flashed through her mind 
and was gone before she could seize 
it consciously, but it left a warm 
feeling and her heart beat a little 
faster. Maybe she wouldn’t let him 
know she was watching him. Or 
maybe she would. 

She sat down on the top of the 
bank and watched an ant attack a 
crawly-worm, but out of the corner 
of her eye she kept watching Pete. 
He had caught a wall-eye that morn- 
ing—bigger than Charley’s that was 
caught ` yesterday. Both of them 
were in the deep freeze at Morton’s 
camp where they had a cabin. 
There were three others in the 
party besides Pete and Charley. One 
of them, Phil, snored too much. 
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Besides that Phil had won fifteen 
bucks at poker last night. And Pete 
didn’t think he had lost much, 
but he didn’t keep track. Anyway 
they were all good guys. 

Thelma liked Pete for that. She 
fought the impulse to go down and 
talk to him. He had the bumper 
jack up now and was getting the 
spare out. 

With a little tingle of excitement 
she tried to search his future. 
Would she find herself in it? She 
had often wondered if she would 
see herself in the future of someone 
when she met him—or would it be 
hidden from her just like her own 
future remained hidden from her? 

But futures were harder than 
pasts and presents. You had to be 
around someone a while, hear them 
talk, feel them near you, get the 
feel of their presence. 


The ant had cut the crawly- 
worm in two and was trying to 
drag first the front half then the 
back half away, but both resisted 
being dragged. 

Thelma pulled up a small clump 
of wild grass. It had some dirt on 
the roots that made it just right 
for throwing. She whirled it until 
it had enough momentum, then let 
it go. It sailed through the air and 
landed plump right beside Pete. 
He turned his head and looked 
down at it, then stood up and turn- 
ed around toward her. 


She went down the bank toward 
him, conscious of his appraising 
eyes that liked what they saw. Al- 
ways before when a man had done 
that she had felt crawly and dis- 
gusted. She didn’t feel that way 
now. She felt tingly. She wanted 
to say, “I ought to slap your face!” 
She almost said it, then thought of 
the consequences. She didn’t want 
him to call her crazy Thelma like 
little Bart—and some others. 

“Hello!” he said. She liked his 
voice. It had a flavor of—of cul- 
tured humor. 

“Hello,” she aped his greeting. 

“Im Pete Taschereau,” he said, 
his voice formal. 

Thelma thrilled. Pete liked her. 
He wanted to get things started 
right. He wanted to make friends 
with her. “I’m Thelma Myers,” she 
said self consciously. “I live over 
that-a-way ’bout a mile. You fishin’ 
—fishing?” 

His lips quirked in a self de- 
preciating way. “A little,” he said 
“Not much luck. I was going into 
town and see if there’s a show on 
tonight. If there is, I’d like to have 
you go with me, Thelma. Would 
you?” 

Abruptly his future came to her. 
She turned deathly pale. Pete was 
going to die. Not just yet, though. 
It would be when he started back 
to Chicago Sunday night. He would 
be in the back seat of his car a- 
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sleep and one of the others would 
be driving. Phil. Phil would try 
to pass a truck, and suddenly— 

She refused to see any more of 
it. They were all going to be killed 
when the two trucks hit them 
head on and sidewise. 

And she had never felt like this 
about anybody before. She didn’t 
want him to die. It wasn’t like 
others. She could know they were 
going to die and feel sorry for 
them. Even Mom, who would die in 
about five years now. 

“T_J cain’t go to a show with 
you, Pete,” she said, “but—but if 
you wanted to. .” 

“What?” Pete said. 


Thelma threw caution to the 
winds and said all in a rush, “I 
could sneak out after mom and 
pop go to sleep. I do lots of times 
when it’s bright out with a big 
moon. I don’t need the sleep. I 
could meet you here.” 

“That would be—okay,” Pete 
said, his voice cautious. “It’s a 
date. What time do -you think it 
will be?” 

“Bout ten, 
said. 

She turned and ran as though 
the hounds of hell were after her. 
Her heart was pounding furiously. 
She couldn’t read Pete’s thoughts 
she was so scared at her boldness. 
And she was trembling inside at the 
knowledge that he was going to get 


maybe,” Thelma 


killed. 

She ran and ran and ran, and 
pretty soon she realized that she 
was running around the lake toward 
crazy Mary’s. And she was crying, 
too. She hadn’t realized it, but she 
had been crying for a long time. 
Her cheeks were all wet. 

She slowed to a walk, then rea- 
lized that she wanted to go see 
crazy Mary. This was something 
different. She had to talk to crazy 
Mary about it, and not just in her 
mind. She had to—to discuss it 
with her. That was it. Discuss it 
with her. It was a need. Nothing 
thought out. Futures happened the 
way they were. They couldn’t be 
changed. 

But—this time maybe... 

Despair made her run again. De- 
spair, and hope. Crazy Mary might 
know of some spell. Thelma didn’t 
see how. She just hoped. 

Suddenly she felt crazy Mary 
become aware of her, of her com- 
ing. Thelma sensed the glad wel- 
come, the quickly repressed curio- 
sity, the conscious projection of the 
desire to fix tea and some biscuits. 
In less than a second, so fast is 
thought, she had protested and 
Mary had overcome her objections 
and gotten up from her rocker to 
put the water on and mix the bis- 
cuit batter. Then the contact broke. 

Thelma ran along a path under 
the big trees where the morning 
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dew still remained, bringing out 
more little forest scents. There was 
the tangy spice odor of the deadly 
purple toadstool, the decayed wood 
odor of the broken puff ball, the 
fresh dough smell of a stepped-on 
umbrella mushroom. A crested 
woodpecker swooped impudently 
near her and coasted upward to 
light against a tree trunk and start 
pecking with rapid hammer blows 
that echoed. 

Next came a stretch of field rich 
with the yellow of mustard weed 
and its almost overpowering soit 
brown smell. There had been a 
skunk around recently farther on, 
or maybe a fox—but a fox only 
smelled strong after a rain and it 
hadn’t rained for days, so it must 
be a skunk, but it wasn’t around 
now. 

Thelma avoided roads and paths 
where she might meet someone. She 
didn’t want to see anyone right 
now, except crazy Mary. After a- 
bout an hour she found the path 
and a moment later she saw the 
shack. Thelma’s footsteps slowed. 
Crazy Mary would greet her with a 
slow hillbilly draw that fooled even 
the natives into thinking she was 
a native. She kad lived in this 
shack for longer than Thelma had 
been living, but she had lived in 
New York before that and could 
talk city talk. And she had been a 
dancer on the stage about seventy- 


five years ago. She had been mar- 
ried, too, and been rich a couple 
of times. Then she fell in love with 
the hill country. It had a spirit to 
it. It quieted the soul and gave 
you peace. City people thought it 
made people shiftless and lazy. 
They didn’t know anything about 
peace. 

Thelma went hesitantly to the 
single step before the wreck of a 
door and knocked. “Come in, girl. 
Come in!” Crazy Mary’s voice 
sounded irritably. “And stop acting 
like a seventeen year old. You’re 
as old as the hills, although you 
don’t know it, child.” This last was 
said as Thelma opened the door 
and stood adjusting her eyes to the 
interior gloom. “Come in and close 
the door,’ Mary went on. “My 
eyes like the dark more and more. 
Sit down over here and get your 
breath. We’ll have some tea. The 
biscuits aren’t quite done yet.” 

They sipped their tea, and didn’t 
even look at each other. Thelma 
looked at one wall, Mary at an- 
other, and they sipped without 
talking. Mary followed Thelma’s 
thoughts, and Thelma was suddenly 
grateful that spoken words weren’t 
needed. Just thinking was almost 
like not telling things at all. 

But after a while Thelma’s 
thoughts became confused. She felt 
the emotional need of words to 
guide thought. “I don’t want him to 
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die, Mary,” she burst out. “There 
must be something. A spell.” 

“A mantram?” crazy Mary said. 
“Hmm. Perhaps.” Her thoughts 
were suddenly hidden. She kept 
her mind cloaked while she got up 
and tried the biscuits with a broom 
straw. It came out clean. They 
were done. She stacked them on a 
china plate and set them on the 
table, then lifted a trap door in the 
floor and reached down and brought 
up a pint jar of store honey. She 
darted a cheergul smile at Thelma. 
“We can try @ spell and see what 
happens,” she said. “After we clean 
up the biscuits. Help yourself to 
the honey. I hate to have it around 
when it’s opened. Ants.” 


They ate in silence for a while. 
Suddenly crazy Mary said, “You 
know the future can’t be changed. 
What is to be will be. But you 
cain’t be sure that what ‘you know 
is true—until it happens. So you 
may be wrong about him.” 

“Uh huh,” Thelma said, wanting 
to believe it. 

“Its a fact!” Mary insisted. 
“How do you know he’s going to 
die?” 

“You know how I know,’ Thel- 
ma said. “I see it plain as day.” 

“You ever see anything about 
me? We could check on that. TI 
bet you’re wrong sometimes. What 
do you see about me?” 

“You're over a hundred—and are 
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going to live at least another hun- 
dred years,” Thelma spilled out the 
words. 

Mary spread her hands eloquent- 
ly. “See?” she said. “How wrong 
can you get? Nobody can live that 
long. I’m—I’m—well — fifty-six. 
That’s how old I am. And I have 
inward fever something fierce at 
times. I won’t live another ten 
years. So you see, Thelma, you 
could be wrong about the other, 
too.” 

“Uh huh,” Thelma said eagerly, 
trying desperately to believe it. 

“So,” crazy Mary said, “since 
you're probably wrong about it, 
why not run along and forget a- 
bout it? He isn’t going to die. I 
can see a few things too once in a 
while. The others, yes, but not him. 
He'll live through the accident and 
go on to Chicago.” 

“Of course,” Thelma said, taking 
Mary’s hands and placing their 
palms against her cheeks and look- 
ing worshipfully at her. ‘You’re 
so much wiser than I. Now I be- 
lieve he will live.” 

“Okay, okay,” Mary said. “Now 
run along home before you-get in 
dutch and can’t sneak out to be 
with him tonight.” 

Thelma blushed. “Thank you for 
the tea and biscuits, Mary,” she 
said. She turned and ran to the 
door. 


“You know,” Mary said, her 
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voice causing Thelma to pause, 
but without turning, “I just 
thought of something. As long as 
you’re right here we might as well 
make doubly sure he won’t die in 
that accident. Come sit down and 
close your eyes. Keep them closed, 
too, unless you feel brave enough to 
see things you were never meant 
to see.” 

“Øh, yes,’ Thelma whispered, 
sitting quickly and closing her 
eyes very tight. “I will keep them 
closed until you tell me to open 
them again.” 

“First,” crazy Mary said, ey 
need three hairs from the top of 
your head. Don’t worry, you'll get 
them back, and I won’t harm them. 
Not a hair of your head will ever 
see harm until—” Abrupt silence 
settled into the room. 

A thrill of dread passed through 
Thelma. Crazy Mary had almost 
told her something of her future— 
almost let it slip out. She forgot it 
a moment later as she felt the first 
sharp twinge of a hair being yanked 
out, and a second, and a third. 
Crazy Mary was intoning strange 
words. The sounds became faint 
and far away, as though coming 
through a thick wall. 

Thelma felt the presence of 
Strange forces. Some struck terror 
in her heart, so that it was all she 
could do to sit still and keep her 
eyes tightly closed. Once there was 


a red glare and intense heat. She 
wanted to scream, but she uttered 
not a sound. Strangely, a new 
presence made itself felt. Infinitely 
good and kind. And it was so 
strange for it to be here when such 
incredibly evil forces were also 
here. 

Through it all, crazy Mary’s 
voice continued its sing-song in- 
tonation. Other voices seemed to 
enter in. Arguments, clashes of will, 
while crazy Mary remained obdu- 
rate, inflexible. 

Abruptly it was over. Thelma 
heard Mary say in a normal voice, 
“You may open your eyes and 
mind now, child.” And when she 
had, Mary held out to her three 
hairs, now knotted together in a 
strange design. ‘Take this,” she 
said, her eyes sharply commanding. 
“Make sure your man has them in 
his possession when he leaves you.. 
Snarl them in the wristband of his 
watch—or better yet, on some pre- 
text get his billfold and slip these 
hairs of yours down in some crease 
where he won’t notice them. Take 
them and go. Quickly.” 

Thelma took them and ran out 
the door, not looking back. She 
dared not look back, because she 
knew with absolute knowledge that 
crazy Mary had traded years of 
her life for years for Pete. For 
every year Pete lived after tomor- 
row night, crazy Mary would live 


86 MYSTIC 


one year less... 

She ran and ran, aware of noth- 
ing around her except once when 
the smell of honeysuckle came to 
her strong and sweet. She ran all 
the way home. 

“Where you been?” her mother 
greeted her. “Git in here and peel 
the spuds for supper. Some day I’m 
gonna tan you good.” 

“Ves, maw,” Thelma said tone- 
lessly. 

* KOK 

Te full moon hung low above 

the eastern hills as Thelma 
slipped like a shadow from the 
house. Wrapped around a finger of 
her left hand, symbolically a wed- 
ding ring, was the knotted triune 
strand of hair. 

A silently gliding shadow among 
the shadows, she sped swiftly to- 
ward the highway. Around her were 
the night sounds. Crickets, frogs, 
the distant barking of dogs, a two 
motor plane to the south, its lights 
winking among the stars. 

The palms of her hands were 
wet with the perspiration of fear, 
her eyes bright with the bravery 
of ageless womanhood. She was fil- 
led. with fear that Pete would not 
be waiting—and fear that he would 
be. Confidence that he would be 
there opposed the conviction that 
he would have forgotten. How 
could he possibly have remembered 
such an unimportant thing as meet- 


ing her? She had run away so 
precipitously he must have believed 
she had changed her mind. He 
wouldn’t be there! But he would 
be! The Universe could not contain 
such a meaningless thing as her 
going to meet him—while he slept 
without remembering. 

She ran to the top of the em- 
bankment and paused, her soul fil- 
led with dismay. He was not there! 
The night was a shroud of death 
and silence. In another moment her 
very life would depart from her— 
but what was that little glow in the 
dark? 

A cigarette! 

Almost inaudible sobs of grate- 
fulness matched her breath as she 
ran down the embankment toward 
the almost invisible outline of the 
car parked under the trees at the 
edge of the highway. 

Had Pete seen her? She stopped 
running and stole silently to the 
side of the car where she could 
peek in. The bright coal of his cig- 
arette flared enough for her to make 
out his features. He was alone. 
Boldly, but without breathing, she 
opened the car door and slid into 
the seat beside him. “Hi,” she 
whispered. He did not answer. In- 
stead he reached toward her, his 
arms encircling her. Fear flooded 
into her—and abruptly fell away. 

Hours later the soft gray light 
of dawn began its slow materiali- 
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zation. Apace with it came a happy 
peace within every fiber of Thelma’s 
body and spirit. She thought, “For 
the Universe to be perfect, final 
death should come without warn- 
ing or knowledge to everyone at 
this time. This is the peak of All.” 

The thought of death brought 
back memory. She remembered 
crazy’s Mary’s instructions. “Let 
me see your billfold, Pete,” she 
said. 

“Sure,” he said lazily, taking it 
from his hip pocket and handing 
it to her. “Lot’s of money in it. 
Want some? Help yourself, honey.” 

She hadn’t thought of that. A 
sign on the bus depot flashed be- 
fore her. CHICAGO ONE WAY 
$13.80 plus tax. It was a happy 
thought. She would surprise him, 
soon. How much was the tax? Very 
much? And there would be meals. 
She would be too excited to eat 
if she went to Chicago—if the tax 
took too much. 

“Lands, you have lots of papers 
in here,” she exclaimed. His eyes 
were sardonic glints in the half 
light. He was watching her every 
move. She took out a bunch of 
cards and clumsily let them slip 
from her grasp. While she picked 
them up she slipped the hair strand 
from her ring finger, and when the 
cards went back into the wallet 
the hair strand went deep into a 
crease where it wouldn’t be found. 


She laughed guiltily. “Could I 
have—twenty dollars?” she asked. 


“I want it for something very 
special.” 

“Why not?” Pete shrugged. 
“Thanks!” Thelma said. She 


picked out the twenty dollar bill 
and laid the billfold on the seat 
between them. It was a wonderful 
feeling—just like they were already 
married. He would live now, and 
she would come to Chicago to him, 
but he mustn’t know that yet. 

Breathlessly she kissed him once 
more, then opened the car door and 
escaped, running swiftly, the morn- 
ing dew quickly drenching her 
ankles. At the top of the embank- 
ment she paused to wave at him, 
etching the vision of his face a- 
gainst the car window, the smiling 
twist of his lips. 

The sky was very blue, with 
huge piles of freshly bleached 
clouds. The trees and the grasses 
and flowers were freshly lacquered 
and bright. Half awake birds chirp- 
ed drowsily. At least six different 
roosters were crowing at one an- 
other as she slipped silently into 
the house and to bed. 

She lay there, her eyes wide, a 
worried frown creasing her fore- 
head, unable to sleep. 

Where could she hide the twenty 
dollar bill so it would be safe? 
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if was a two inch item down at 
the bottom of the front page of 
the Weekly Ledger which came out 
on Wednesday. It was headed 
FISHERMEN KILLED. 


It read, “Tragedy struck a party 
of five Chicago vacationers who 
spent last week at Mort’s Landing, 
local fishing spot, as they were 
driving back to Chicago on highway 
54 five miles east of Union, Sun- 
day night. Also involved in the 
crash were two trailer trucks. Kil- 
led instantly were John Appleby, 
driver of the truck for. .” 

Thelma’s eyes skipped in agoniz- 
ed suspense over the list of the 
dead and settled on the concluding 
statement. “Sole survivor of the 
tragedy was Pete Taschereau, own- 
er of the car, who was asleep in 
the back seat at the time, and who 
resides at 6592 S. Loomis Blvd., 
‘Chicago. He was released ‘from the 
Union Hospital after a brief ex- 
amination.” 

For several minutes after reading 
this Thelma trembled in reaction. 
Life had stood still for her until 
this moment. Now she could let 
herself think of the future—with 
Pete. 

And right now, she decided, was 
the time to go to him. Before her 
mother took a notion to do such a 
crazy thing as lift up that loose 
floorboard—or a mouse chewed 
that twenty dollar bill up for a 


nest. Now, while she had a good 
excuse. She could take the paper 
with her and show it to Pete, not 
that it was necessary. 

That night she waited until al- 
most dawn. Then she got up and 
put on her very best clothes. She 
debated taking some other clothes. 
Most of them were worn out. Pete 


„could buy her some new ones! 


Her heart was in her mouth for 
a long second as her hand groped 
for the twenty dollar bill under the 
floor board. Then she found it. 


She reached town an hour before 
the bus was due. Deciding to eat 
some breakfast, she went into the 
all night cafe and sat at the counter 
along with truckdrivers and tourists. 
She ordered wheatcakes and coffee, 
and by the time she had finished 
it she felt exactly like a traveler 
who had been away from home for 
months. 

By the time the bus arrived and 
she had bought her ticket and got- 
ten in and found a seat she began 
to feel very lonely. Nostalgically 
she watched the familiar scenes slip 
by as the bus left town, headed for 
Chicago. 

“Next year,” she told herself, 
“Pete and I will come back for a 
visit.” 

Almost the next thing she knew, 
she was in Chicago. She had slept 
most of the way — which was no 
wonder, since she had had no sleep 
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at all for two days arid very little 
for several days before that. 

She remembered that there were 
pickpockets and gangsters in Chi- 
cago, and clutched her purse with 
both hands so that her knuckles 
turned white. She avoided the es- 
calator fearfully, climbed the stairs, 
and was bewildered to find she had 
to go still higher to reach the street. 
How had the bus gotten down so 
far in the ground? Chicago was a 
very strange place! 

She found a door to the street. 
She was caught up in the crowd of 
pedestrians, and almost immediate- 
ly became lost. She tried to find 
the bus depot again and couldn’t. 
Panic made her want to run, but 
she didn’t. Then she saw a police- 
man. Her teeth chattered with 
pent up fear as she asked him to 
help her. 

He found her a taxi and read off 
the address from the Weekly Ledg- 
er to the driver. Thelma asked anx- 
iously, “Are you sure you know how 
to git there?” The driver grinned 
broadly and said, winking at the 
policeman, “Sure thing, ma’m.” And 
she sat back in the seat, watching 
the passing wonders with wide eyes, 
her whole being yearning for the 
end of her journey. 

Eventually the taxi stopped. The 
driver showed her the figure on the 
meter. She read it with dismay. 
But she had enough to pay it and 


eighteen cents left over. She 
watched the cab drive away until 
its tail lights turned a corner. 

It was dark. The clock in the 
bus depot had said ten o’clock. It 
must be almost eleven now. Thel- 
ma went into the foyer of the build- 
ing. There were buttons with 
names after them. She found Pete’s 
name and pressed the button beside 
it. 

Nothing happened. After a long 
wait she pressed it again. There 
was no answer. The silence in the 
small foyer became sentient with 
loneliness. She put her finger on 
the button and held it there for a 
long time. He must not be. home 
or he would have answered. 


A man pushed in from the street 
and unlocked the inner door and 
went in without looking at her. She 
watched him climb the stairs in- 
side. She was too numb inside to 
even be able to see his name. 

Minutes became eternities. From 
time to time she pressed the button, 
hoping that Pete had been asleep 
and was awake, but she could get 
no feeling of him being there. She 
went outside and re-checked the 
street number and came back in 
and re-read his: name beside the 
button. 

Maybe he had gone fishing 
again. Maybe he wouldn’t be 
home for a week. Maybe he had 
gone back to the lake, to Mort’s 


go 
Landing. Maybe... Thelma’s lips 
trembled on the verge of crying. 
Tears spilled onto her cheeks. 

And then she saw him. He was 
pushing against the street door 
to the foyer. He saw her and his 
eyes widened until they were 
round then narrowed as he 
pushed open the door. 

“Pete darling,” Thelma said in 
a glad cry of relief. She put her 
arms around his neck and hid her 
face against his coat. “Am I glad 


to see you,” she said, half laughing,. 


half crying. “I’ve waited hours 
and hours.” 

“Well, well,” Pete said lamely, 
vaguely. 

Thelma pushed away from him 
and unfolded the Weekly Ledger 
with trembling fingers. “See this?” 
she said, pointing to the article. “I 
came right away!” 

Pete’s eyes flicked over the arti- 
cle, jumped to the top of the page 
and read the name of the paper, 
the town where it was published. 
He concealed the startled remem- 
brance. “Thelma!” he said. “You 
shouldn’t have come here!” 

“But I jist had to, Pete,” she 
said. “I had intended to anyway, 
pretty soon, if you didn’t send for 
me. ‘That was the surprise I took 
the twenty dollars for.” She smiled 
guiltily. “It took all of it except 
eighteen cents, too.” 

“That’s all you’ve got? Eighteen 
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cents?” 

“Uh huh, but it’s all right now. 
I’m kere.” Her voice contained a 
wealth of relief, of happiness. 

“Well, look,” Pete said. He 
frowned and hesitated. “Let’s go 
inside.” He took out his keys and 
unlocked the inner door. He took 
her arm to guide her up the stairs 
and down the hall. Her eyes look- 
ed with wonder at the rug the whole 
width of the hall and at least a 
hundred feet long. This was a 
wonderful world Pete lived in. 

He had released her arm. Now 
as she turned, there was an open 
door and beyond it a room. Even 
there the carpeting completely hid 
the floor. And the furniture must 
have cost hundreds of dollars. But 
Pete had lots of money and was a 
very smart man so it was his right 
to have all this. She heard him 
groan elaborately, and jerked her 
attention away from the wonders 
of the room. He was looking at her 
and shaking his head slowly. 

“I guess that'll teach me,” he 
said. 

She smiled at him nervously, 
doubtfully. Had he said something 
funny? Should she laugh? She 
tried a nervous laugh. It stopped 
in her thoat. His eyes weren’t 
warm. They .were—impersonal. 

“I took it for granted you knew 
the score,” he said. “Especially 
after you helped yourself to twen- 
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ty bucks.” 

“Pete!” Thelma said, her 
thoughts churning into a complete 
blank. “I don’t know what you 
mean!” 

He uttered an exclamation of ir- 
ritation, and turned away, going 
over to a shelf and taking down a 
whiskey bottle and pouring himself 
two inches in a water glass. 

“Don’t you know I could get in 
trouble?” he said after taking a 
deep gulp. “You're under age. 
You’re broke. I’ve got to get you 
a room and send you back to Mis- 
souri in the morning.” 

“But Pete—I love—we love—I 

» 

“I know,” he said, almost gen- 
tly, resignedly. “I didn’t realize. 
If I’d had any idea I wouldn’t have 
had anything to do with you. Can 
you get that straight? Good lord, 
Thelma! We live in different 
worlds! What we had was won- 
derful for both of us. A tonic. I 
was bored to death down there un- 
til I met you. The fishing was ter- 
rible. I think I caught the last 
wall-eye in the lake!” He chuckled 
in an attempt to get things on a 
safer level. “And you—growing up 
among those country yokels. It 
was wonderful for you. You know 
what I mean.” He took another 
deep gulp. “Gad! It was worth 
twenty bucks, but—” He turned 
suddenly and went to a small table 


where there was a phone and a 
phone book. “Weve got to get 
you to a hotel, and send you back 
home tomorrow.” 

“No, Pete.” Thelma’s voice was 
calm, smoothly soft. 

“No?” he said, looking toward 
her questioningly. “You mean you 
have more than what you said? 
You can get back okay?” 

“I—just need—a—little some- 
thing from your bilfold, Pete,” she 
said, holding out her band. 
“Please? And then I'll go. I’ll not 
—bother you—any more.” 

He hesitated. Thelma could see 
his thoughts now as he quickly re- 
viewed what he had in cash on him, 
decided he could spare all of it 
if necessary—if it would get rid 
of this nuisance. He shrugged. 
“Why not?” he said. He attempted 
a smile as he handed her his bill- 
fold. “For old times’ sake,” he 
said. 

She held it in her hand without 
opening it. “I gave you some- 
thing, Pete. Something you'll nev- 
er know. You're sure you want 
things the way you had them? I 
want to give you this chance, dar- 
ling. Oh, my darling! My poor 
poor darling!” She ran to him and 
tried to put her arms around him. 
He evaded her, seized her arms and 
steadied her. 

“Easy, Thelma,” he said. “I 
know how you feel, but it just 
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doesn’t make it. You should have 
known it wouldn’t. It’s got to be 
—just the way things were before 
I met you.” 

“All right, Pete,” Thelma said 
woodenly. 

She stood away from him and 
searched down in his billfold until 
she brought out the knotted strand 
of three hairs. She clutched them 
in the palm of her right hand and 
held out his billfold toward him. 

Pete Taschereau reached to take 
his billfold, and staggered. Fear 
glazed his eyes for a brief instant 
before he fell to the floor. Dry 
eved, Thelma watched as his body 
jerked spasmodically several times 
then become still in death. 

“Crazy Mary,” she whispered. 
“Tt only cost you three days. Only 
three days.” 

Come home, child. Take twenty 
dollars from that money he will 
never spend and come home. 


Thelma looked blankly at the 
billfold still held in her hand. “All 
right,” she said obediently. She 
took the twenty and placed the 
bill fold on the table. “I’m sorry, 
crazy Mary,” she said. 

Lands, girl. It’s nothing to be 
sorry about. If God had intended 
him for you he wouldn’t have taken 
him away. He knows what is best. 
Sometimes you can bend things, 
or delay them, but when you git as 
old as I am— 


“Then you really are a hundred, 
and are going to live at least an- 
other hundred?” 

Of course! Did you ever doubt 
it? Git on home where you be- 
long, Thelma! 

“I'm coming, crazy Mary,” Thel- 
ma whispered. “I’m coming. Jist 
as fast as I kin git!” 

* Ok Ok 


(Footnote) *U.P. June 11; Un- 
ion, Mo... Dr. Jaques in a state- 
ment released to the press this 
morning states that in his examin- 
ation of Mr. Taschereau after the 
accident May 25th he specifically 
searched for signs of skull fracture 
and found none. He further states 
that he advised Mr. Taschereau to 
place himself under medical care 
in Chicago for several weeks as a 
safety precaution. 

U.P. June 11, Chicago, Dr. Bar- 
row, of the coroner’s office, in con- 
junction with Dr. Smith, noted 
brain specialist, issued a joint state- 
ment this morning that Mr. Pete 
Taschereau, found dead in his 
apartment four days after a traf- 
fic accident near Union, Mo., in 
which six other men lost their lives, 
definitely died from a brain injury 
that must have been incurred in 
that accident. They further stated 
that it was incredible that he could 
have lived after receiving the in- 
jury, but that the state of the in- 
jury definitely precluded the pos- 
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sibility of it having originated from 
some other cause after the traffic 
accident. Dr. Andrews, who was 
Mr. Taschereau’s family doctor, 
stated over the phone that Mr. 


93 


Taschereau had not contacted him 
during the past week, and that in 
his opinion the examining doctor 
at Union, Mo., is not guilty of neg- 
ligence. 


Joan Fontaine and the Palmist 


By W. E. 


OAN Fontaine confesses that 
she once ridiculed the practice 
of palmistry as superstition. 
That is, until she had three- extra- 
ordinary experiences of her own. 

Her first occurred when she was 
an unknown and anxious for an op- 
portunity to demonstrate her dra- 
matic talent. But nobody would 
give her that chance. 

At this period, she happened to 
stray into the tent of a palmist, in 
company with some friends. They 
coaxed her te present her hands to 
the reader, which she did with re- 
luctance. He studied her palms 
carefully and told her that after 
she changed her name to one end- 
ing with an “e”, her luck would 
change, and she would achieve 
fame and fortune. 

At that time Joan was going un- 
der her father’s name, DeHaviland. 
She was inclined to laugh off the 
palmist’s recommendation but, feel- 


* 


x 


Farbstein 


ing she had nothing to lose, adopt- 
ed as her stage name the surname 
of her stepfather, Fontaine. She 
immediately landed a good job, and 
soon became a first-rank movie star. 

The second time she visited a 
palmist, she was told that she 
would soon marry the man who 
was the host at a dinner party 
which she and her sister Olivia 
were going to attend that evening. 
The prediction made her smile, 
since she ‘had never met Brian 
Aherne before. Only a few weeks 
later Joan Fontaine became Mrs. 
Aherne. i 

On her third visit to a palmist 
there was another marriage predic- 
tion. The reader assured her that 
she would shortly become the wife 
of a successful business man, and 
that she would give birth to a girl 
within twelve months of the wed- 
ding. That was exactly what hap- 


pened. 


We have a letter from Gilbert 
H. Cross, 8211/3 S. 8th St. 
Springfield, IN., which contains 
a prophecy we think is worth in- 
cluding in this department, and 
worth checking on. So here it is: 
During the summer of 1952 I had 
a remarkable experience. For the 
previous three years I had devot- 
ed a great deal of study to the 
stock market. It was on a Sunday, 
and I had stretched out for a nap. 
While neither asleep or awake, 
there suddenly appeared in my 
mind’s eye the words “Atchison, 
Topeka & Santa Fe 106%”. This 


This is MYSTIC Magazine’s “department of prophecy.” 


The Man from 


TOMORROW 


meant nothing to me as I had not 
devoted any attention to this stock. 
I was deeply impressed, however, 
and checked. The common stock 
was quoted at 78%. For the next 
six months I watched it climb un- 
til it reached, according to my pa- 
per, 106%. Actually it never got 
to 106%. That was a misprint, 
and should have read 104%. This 
was its high and after that it be- 
gan to decline. Now, on June 14, 
1954, just as in 1952, I was be- 
tween sleep and wakefulness when 
there appeared to me “DuMont 
59.” There you have it. This stock 
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past, some sensational prophecies have been made, which 
have come to pass. Generally they consist merely of random 
thoughts of your editor. But we also publish prophecies by any 
of our readers who care to “get in on,the act.” The purpose 
of the department is to prove, by actual prophecies published, 


and a record kept of those that come true, whether or not 
we do have a strange sense of precognition. You are invited 
to join the editor in his unusual experiment. Can you foretell 
the future? Are you also a “man from tomorrow?” 
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is now approximately 10 on the 
American Stock Exchange. I make 
no predictions, but needless to say, 
I have some DuMont. 

Needless to say, this editor will 
watch DuMont, and report on it in 
this department. But we don’t 
have any DuMont, and don’t in- 
tend getting any. 

As of this date, June 25, 1954, 
we predict an early end of the war 
in Guatamala, with complete loss 
for the Communist element. The 
war in Indo-China will cease, in- 
sofar as active fighting is concern- 
ed, but an extremely unsatisfactory 
result will come about, which will 
put France in a very bad light with 
her allies. The new French gov- 
ernment will not last out the year. 

There will be a startling an- 
nouncement by the government in 
relation to H-bombs, and immedi- 
ately thereafter there will be a 
great cry for atom control and for 
outlawing of all atomic weapons, 
which will result in the necessity 
for postitive action by the U. N. 
It will be found that the tests just 
recently held (but not concluded 
as announced) have had a very 
bad effect on atmospheric condi- 
tions and that the strange weather 
all over the world is actually a re- 
sult of these tests. Japan will de- 
mand total cessation of all H- 
bomb tests in the Pacific, backed 
by her scientists, who will prove 


that highly dangerous conditions 
have been set up in the Pacific, 
and that further tests would be 
contrary to freedom of the seas. 
She will also make the claim that 
fishing industry has been ruined 
both at home and abroad. At home 
because Japanese will be afraid to 
eat fish sold in their markets and 
announced as caught in an area 
within one thousand miles of the 
American tests. Abroad because 
American merchants will refuse to 
buy fish obtained from the same 
waters. The total number of H- 
bombs blown off by America 
and Russia combined will be re- 
vealed to be over twenty. 

Cleveland will win the pennant 
and go on to beat the Giants in the 
World Series. 

The government will take steps 
to subsidize television, unless a 


plan is developed to make it pos- 


sible to charge the viewer for cer- 
tain programs. There will be a 
great argument over the rate to be 
charged, certain interests being 
accused of “milking” the public. A 
government control board will be 
forced to step in to insure an equi- 
table arrangement. The greatest 
item will be the linking up of Hol- 
lywood and TV into one great en- 
tertainment bloc. Neighborhood 
theatres will close by the thou- 
sands, as color television and movie 
producers join hands. 


YOUR FUTURE 


Dorothy Spence Lauer 


We'd all like to know what tomorrow 
will bring. Is it possible to know? 
Here is an experiment to prove it! 


Editor's Note: Dorothy Spence Lauer is a Psychometrist, spe- 
cializing in precognition. Ordinarily she needs but an object 
belonging to, or handled by, the subject, or the presence of 
the subject, to become aware of the psychic influences from 
which she draws her information. However, for the sake of 
expediency in providing her with a sufficiently strong per- 
sonal psychic impression, the editors of this magazine hit 
upon the playing card method. By laying out the cards, while 
concentrating, as described in the instructions given at the 
end of this article, and by writing them down on the chart, 
we hope that a sufficiently powerful psychic impression will 
be made to enable the medium to receive the information 
she seeks. We have made this service available to our 
readers purely in an experimentative atmosphere, in an at- 
tempt, first, to determine whether or not this ability is of a 
nature both real and valuable; and second, to provide you 
with an interesting bit of entertainment. Naturally we can- 
not publish all the requests for readings we receive, but we 
will forward all charts to Mrs. Lauer, asking her to select sev- 
eral which give her the strongest and most interesting impres- 
sion, for publication entirely free in this department of 
MYSTIC Magazine. We assume no further responsibility for 
the charts. If you wish to correspond personally with Mrs. 
Laver, we will be glad to forward your letters. 
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HE editors of Mystic have 
been very much surprised at 
the reception given Mrs. 
Lauer’s psychometry department, 
and the number of charts we have 
received has been staggering. If 
just the charts had come in, it 
wouldn’t be too bad, but many 
were the letters that came also, so 
obviously anxious to have an an- 
alysis made for themselves. The 
thought that we could publish only 
a very few gave us a strange feel- 
ing when we regarded the huge pile 
that could not be published. If we 
were to print them all, it would 
require four magazines of 130 
pages, as this one is, just to get 
those now on hand into print, and 
they come in daily in large pack- 
ages. So, here we had an unexpect- 
ed problem, and we’d like to do 
something to solve it. MYSTIC 
magazine, of course, can’t go into 
the business of making psychomet- 
ric analyses, and those we publish 
are in the interests of our experi- 
ment to determine whether or not 
psychometry is a fact, and what 
use can be made of it. Ultimately 
we will publish a report on percent- 
age of accuracy, and determine 
whether it is greater than the re- 
sults that could be accredited to 
chance, 
Accordingly, we are forced to 
make a few changes in this depart- 
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ment, and we have consulted with 
Mrs. Lauer, who could not possibly 
analyze all of the charts we have 
received. Obviously Mrs. Lauer 
has duties to attend to, as do all 
women. And to take the time to 
do these charts would be costly. 
Equally obviously, we cannot re- 
tain Mrs. Lauer to do them for us, 
firstly because it would be too cost- 
ly, and secondly because we aren’t 
in that sort of a business. There- 
fore, at Mrs. Lauer’s kind offer, 
we are informing our readers that 
anyone wishing to receive an an- 
alysis, not depending upon chance 
selection in the magazine, can ob- 
tain one by retaining Mrs. Lauer 
at a fee. Usually Mrs. Lauer 
charges much more (from $5 to 
$10), but she will analyze any 
chart clipped from MYSTIC mag- 
azine for $2.00 However, please 
send your personal orders to Mrs. 
Lauer c/o MYSTIC Magazine, 
Amherst, Wisconsin, and not to the 
Psychometry Dept. of this maga- 
zine. We will be happy to forward 
all such communications, but we 
do not assume any responsibility 
for them, and they will not effect 
our free analyses, as selected for 
publication from among those 
charts submitted to the Psychome- 
try Department, as indicated on 
the chart published on the next 


page. 
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THIS IS YOUR PSYCHOMETRIC CARD LAYOUT 


Instructions: Shuffle cards, meanwhile concentrating on your problems. Lay out 
flve cards In a row, face up, from top of deck, then discard flve; lay out five 
more cards In a second row, and discard five; and so on until you have five rows 


of five cards each, and 25 cards discarded. Lay out last two cards Jn sixth row. 


Write denominations and sult of cards in corresponding squares below, uslng 


pencll, as Ink will blot. 


TO YOURSELF 


Tear out this entire sheet and mail to: 
MYSTIC MAGAZINE, Psychomeiry Dept., Amherst, Wisconsin 
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Editorial- — — — x 


(Continued from Page 12) 


We humbly pray that God will 
not desert you, even though you 
have decreed that He should. And 
to President Eisenhower, our bless- 
ing. 


AF this time we want to express 

our thanks to the many read- 
ers who have given us support and 
cheer, and urged us on in our efforts 
to produce a magazine such as has 
not yet appeared on the American 
scene, devoted to an honest effort 
to bring a subject to the fore which 
has long been suppressed and held 
in ill-repute through lack of famil- 
iarity and actual knowledge of 
what it is all about. We want to 
thank those who evidenced their 
support by subscribing; cash is a 
very vital consideration in the 
process of printing and distributing 
a magazine, no matter what its 
contents. We want to thank those 
who even went so far as to send 
us monetary gifts “for the cause” 
as they said. That’s exactly what 
they'll be used for! We want to 
thank those many who wrote us 
letters (none of which we are able 
to answer, for which we express our 
deep regret). There were so many 
of them, more than this editor has 
ever seen in response to an appeal 
such as we made in our last is- 


sues—but in respect to the sum 
total, so few! Sometimes we feel 
ashamed to make such appeals 
as that, because we seem to come 
as beggars. But then we think of 
the truth—that we are not asking, 
but giving, and we feel better about 
ite No matter what we’ve gotten 
from this appeal, more than we re- 
ceived went out in the form of 
magazines which many write us to 
say they treasure highly, and tell 
us are priceless in a sense other 
than monetary. These expressions 
please us, and at the same time 
they spur us on to greater effort. 
We, as editors, and as investiga- 
tors into the mystic, the occult, the 
unknown, the mysterious, the hid- 
den, the secret, the esoteric, real- 
ize only too well how feeble our 
efforts have been to date, and we 
determine to do even better, and 
in a sort of rosy glow, picture our- 
selves achieving greatly. If it 
were only so! If only we really 
had achievement to be proud of! 


But as we read each issue, we see 
only what it lacks, and we feel sti- 
fled, hampered, bound. It is only 
the letters which tell us that there 
is “better and better” in each issue. 
that cheer us up. We are too eag- 
er; and Rome wasn’t built in a 
day. Thus, we hope this issue 
strikes you as some small improve- 
ment over the last. If each issue 
achieves that result, only time is 
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necessary for the heights! 

So, it is boldly, almost impudent- 
ly, that we request again that you 
get the lead out and send in those 
subscriptions! It’s so simple, and 
it’s the answer to all our problems. 
Given time, we will reach all of 
you, just as we needed time to get 
our sister magazine, FATE, to so 
many readers. But the effort of 
reaching is prodigious. It is dis- 
heartening to see so many copies 
returned because people who real- 
ly want them, have not yet discov- 
ered them, have not yet realized 


what the new title MYSTIC 
means, what it contains. Were it 
not for subscribers, MYSTIC 


would have failed with its second 
issue. With but a few more sub- 
scribers, it can be perfectly safe, 
can afford to waste so many copies, 
spreading out to reach more and 
more areas, more and more people 
who need to be discoverers of the 
magazine. So, if you think we’re 
a Magazine that deserves to reach 
more people like yourselves, why 
not give us a helping hand in an 
easy way? Save yourself roc a 
copy for twelve issues. Receive 
them in the mail, in an envelope 
strong enough to protect them; 
and save yourself the trouble of 
looking for the magazine, and not 
always with success, at your news- 
stand. Let the copy you ordin- 
arily buy remain on the stands to 
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be discovered by a kindred soul. 


Yo may have noted by now 
that we’ve changed the cover 
policy of MYSTIC, with a view to- 
ward making it look more respect- 
able, and less like a pulp adven- 
ture type magazine. Well, we have 
a confession to make: our inten- 
tion -wasn’t only to add class to 
the cover appearance, but to save 
money. Isn’t it strange that the 
better effect we have achieved is 
also cheaper, Perhaps that’s one 
thing wrong with our civilization 
—it pays too high a price in order 
to be gaudy. And in our secret 
opinion, it is an adolescent culture 
which tends toward gaudy display. 


It is evidence of a need for growing 
up, becoming more adult, more cul- 
tured. We feel that MYSTIC is 
growing by leaps and bounds, and 
becoming more and more adult as 
we go along—and yet, we know 
that we are not getting beyond 
our depth, and that we are striking 
more and more simply and under- 
standably at the multitude of read- 
ers. We’re not “writing down” but 
we are using plain English. We 
are punching hard and clean, And 
we are being understood. Your 
letters tell us so, and we’re happy 
about it. 

Many old friends are writing us, 
and some of these old friends are 
readers who were with us when we 
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edited Amazing Stories, for twelve 
long years, and presented to the 
American Scene the amazing thing 
known as the Shaver Mystery. We 
have asked Mr. Shaver, the author 
of those strange stories, to write 
for us, and to tell us what it’s all 
about. He has agreed, but he has 
found it extremely difficult—for 
reasons which are actually a part 
of his Mystery. However, you can 
be sure that one of the most sen- 
sational occult happenings of the 
century, with all its hard-to-under- 
stand facets, will be presented to 
you with the “wraps off”, so to 
speak. As a part of this interest- 
ing presentation, your editor is go- 
ing to write many thousands of 
words which he has never publish- 
ed before, and it may be that there 
will be a conflict of opinion even 
between your editor and Mr. Shav- 
er. However, this is to our mutual 
liking, and we feel that much that 
is undecided now will come into 
the- light of day as demonstrable 
fact. 


Another feature of this magazine 
will be the one thing all of you 
have repeatedly asked for—up-to- 
date, modern mystic and occult 
happenings going on today, and 
not a half century or more ago. 
Many -people believe that such 
things do not go on today, and that 
mankind has “outgrown” the mys- 
ticism of the past. This isn’t true. 
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But getting today’s people to talk, 
to face the ridicule of the ignorant, 
is difficult. It isn’t a matter of 
browsing through a library. It is 
a matter of intensive research, 
travel, interviewing, detective work 
and just plain hard work. It is 
expensive as all get out. And it 
is sometimes seemingly impossible 
to achieve in the face of the many 
obstacles. Yet, we are giving it 
to you. Mark Probert and the In- 
ner Circle, a group of entities, sup- 
posedly from beyond the grave, op- 
erating now, today, in a demons- 
trable manner, is a case in point. 
Mrs. Lauer and her psychometric 
analyses is another. Our True 
Mystic Adventures is still a third. 
We hope to make the whole maga- 
zine as up-to-the-minute as to- 
morrow morning’s newscast. And 
we are achieving it at a fantastic 
rate, a very satisfying rate. 

Please don’t forget, also, that the 
Seance Circle, where your letters 
are printed and answered, is for 
you, and your letters are welcome. 
You may say what you like, and 
bring up any subject you choose. 
You are one of us, and welcome. 
Naturally we can’t print all the let- 
ters we receive, but we try to se- 
lect those letters which will make 
for the most general interest. We’re 
quite pleased with the result so 
far, and your praise has been mag- 
nanimous.—Rap. 


MYSTERY IN THE NEWS .... 


OMETIMES a little humor in 
GS: the news is a welcome change 

from mystery, and just for 
a change, we’re going to start this 
column off with a little humor. 
Out on highway 50 near Blenda 
in the Pueblo Colorado area is a 
fruit market with remarkably low 
prices for remarkably good fruits. 
Their name, which they place in 
bold type at the head of their ads, 
is CHEATEM & CHISLEM. 


* Ok OK 
AT LAST! The perfect weather- 
man! Out in Russell, Kansas, 


weatherman L. P. Weatherford 
(get that name!) doesn’t just fore- 
cast the weather, he does some- 
thing about it. You see weather- 
man Weatherford can make it rain 
just by “thinking about it.” Last 
fall he hitch-hiked through west- 
ern Kansas greeting rainfalls in 
his travels. Later he roamed ‘into 
Texas, arriving there only hours 
before flood waters swirled over 
parched Southern Texas. He in- 
sists his talent is God-given. The 
gift depends entirely upon belief 
in God and complete understand- 
ing of the love of fellow man. “I 
can’t bring rain to unbelievers. Dry 
weather, ruining farms and crops, 
like other disasters which plague 
mankind, are evils that men bring 


upon themselves through misuses 
of God’s word and failure to be- 
lieve in God’s love and protection. 
They are reaping what they have 
sown,” he said. Weatherford ap- 
peared on a Missouri TV_ show, 
and brought rain while on the 
show. He says he has written Gov- 
ernor Ed Arn offering to bring 
moisture to Kansas for a consid- 
eration. The governor has not re- 
plied. 
xo ok 9? 
We are writing this column on 
June 25 (but it’s in the morning). 
The reason we add the but is be- 
cause today’s the day when Mars 
comes Closest to Earth, and H. R. 
Fulton, president of the New Zea- 
land Saucer Club, says that if the 
flying saucers are from Mars, they 
ought to show up today. If they 
don’t, it proves nothing we say, 
but if as you read this, they did 
show up, let’s take another peek 
at Mars through our biggest tele- 
scope! 
* ok OK 

DR. LINCOLN LAPAZ makes 
news again with his research for 
a meteor which landed in a Cache 
Valley, Utah, pasture on May 1, 
1954. No one doubts that it is a 
meteor and not a flying saucer, 
because many saw it land. But one 
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MYSTERY IN THE NEWS 


statement by Dr. Lapaz interests 
us, because it seems very mysteri- 
ous to us. “Utah has been in the 
meteorite path since 1951,” says 
the Dr. Your editor is not an as- 
tronomer. That is, he isn’t a 
“qualified” astronomer, although 
it has been a lifelong hobby with 
him. So, when he says he doesn’t 
understand how one State can be 
in a “meteorite path”, especially 
for three years, he means he does- 
n’t understand. That is, if meteor- 
ites come from where astronomers 
say they do. If they do, then 
Utah just can’t be in any “meteor- 
ite path”. But if they come from 
where your editor believes they 
come, of course Utah could be in 
a meteorite path! In short, your ed- 
itor has a theory that meteorites are 
formed by the magnetic field of 
the earth itself, perhaps as near as 
from five to fifty thousand miles 
(perhaps even in several locations 
in “belts” above the earth’s sur- 
face), by a process of gathering 
together at a vortex center of pri- 
mal matter present everywhere in 
space. When the meteorite gets 
big’ enough, just like a raindrop, it 
falls by gravity (which is just an- 
other way of saying magnetism, 
says Einstein in his Unified Field 
theory). We think Dr. LaPaz’ 
statement, which must be based on 
actual scientific research, bolsters 
our theory enormously, and posi- 
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tively destroys the old idea that 
meteorites come from space. And 
we know that the Dr. will (if he 
reads this) try to confound us by 
Saying meteor showers occur regu- 
larly, proving they travel in 
swarms around the sun in an orbit, 
and are perhaps the debris of for- 
mer comets. So, to make it unne- 
cessary for him to confound us, 
we'll point out that the comet had 
a magnetic field, and what would 
happen when two magnetic fields 
intersect. Quite a bit of vortexial 
action, we think, and quite a few 
“new” meteorites. 
k kx x 

THERE’S A GREEN APE roam- 
ing around Plum Creek 6%2 miles 
south of Littleton, in Colorado. 
That’s what they say. 


YOU’VE HEARD OF DOGS re- 
turning home from afar? Well, 
here’s one who returned home’ from 
the grave! Stray was injured by 
an auto, and his leg bandaged, but 
it was deemed useless, so a vet- 
erinarian put him to sleep and 
buried him thirty miles from home. 
Yet, thirteen days later he limped 
home, with the bandage still on his 
leg. Three or four times the nor- 
mal drug was used to put the dog 
asleep. Said the vet: “I trembled 
all over.” All this happened in 
Houston, Texas, and the dog was 
owned by Mrs. Billie Smith, 4043 
Law Street. 


SAUCER ROUND-UP 


By 


Tom Comella, Jr. 


HE mystery of the flying 
saucers has been with us for 
centuries, and there is no evi- 
dence or reason to believe that it 
will be solved in the near future. 
Each issue, in this space, sightings, 
theories, and supposedly fantastic 
ideas concerning the saucers will be 
presented. Since this is a demo- 
cratic country, all possible saucer 
theories will be presented, so that 
you may form your own conclu- 
sions. However, the theories and 
ideas expressed in this column are 
NOT necessarily the opinions of 
Ray Palmer and his editorial staff. 
We are not going to follow the 
beaten path of the scientist; we 
are not going to accept what the 
scientist says merely because it is 
“what is known and accepted by 
other scientists.” In fact, we will 
contradict him more than we will 
agree with him. 
kok k 
In starting out, we want to make 
sure that each theory concerning 
the saucers has an equal chance. 
Unfortunately, the interplanetary 
answer has not had an equal 
chance! The astronomer says 


Mercury is too hot, Pluto is too 
cold, Venus has a poisonous atmos- 
phere, and Mars hasn’t enough oxy- 
gen. Unfortunately, this “fog” 
has the majority of the public be- 
lieving it. 

We must admit, though, that the 
astronomer has considered life on 
Mars to the extent of vegetation. 
But what about man? “Impossi- 
ble,” the learned man answers. “Ev- 
olution would undoubtedly have 
produced a monster of some sort, if 
anything.” 

Just what conditions are abso- 
lutely necessary in order for the 
human race to survive? First, a 
breathable atmosphere; second, 
water; third, vegetation; fourth, a 
tèmperature that’s in the proper 
range. It is not necessary to con- 
sider numbers two and three, for 
water and vegetation have been 
found on some of the worlds whose 
surfaces can be seen. So we will 
start with number one, a breath- 
able atmosphere. How does an 
astronomer determine the contents 
of another world’s atmosphere? It 
is done with an instrument called 
a spectroscope. The principle on 
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which it works is very simple. A 
colliminator tube gathers the light 
from the planet, which is then pass- 
ed through a prism, breaking it in- 
to its color components. Since each 
element is distinguishable by a 
color, and the contents of the plan- 
et’s atmosphere is determined. The 
astronomer turns this instrument 
toward the planet Venus, and finds 
that planet has too much carbon 
dioxide in its atmosphere to sup- 
port life like ours. But can the 
spectroscope be relied on? Are its 
findings the truth? In the book, 
“The Universe We Live In”, by 
‘Robinson, it is stated, that the up- 
per portion of the earth’s atmos- 
phere has been found to contain 
r00 percent pure hydrogen! So we 
may conclude that if a Martian 
turned his spectroscope toward 
Earth, he would be right in say- 
ing that Earth supports no intel- 
ligent life at all, for what can sur- 
vive in 100 percent hydrogen?* 


(Editor’s Note: The spectroscope 
works on the principle of light em- 
anating from the object itself, and 
caused by heat. Reflected light, 
such as from Venus, can only give 
us the spectrum of the sun. In ad- 
dition, the supposition that the light 
takes on the spectra of the body it 
is reflected from presupposes that 
it also is effected by the atmos- 
phere through which it passes, 
which must then give it the spectra 
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of the Earth’s atmosphere, to some 
extent.) 

That’s half the battle. Let’s tac- 
kle the toughest, number four. The 
astronomer has a gigantic atomic 
furnace at the center of the solar 
system. Those planets that are 
too close, get “burned”, those that 
are too far away, “freeze to 
death”. What if the sun isn’t hot 
at all! 

But then, how would we get our 
heat? The following is probably 
just so much fiction, but what if 
it isn’t? With that in mind, we 
present our answer to the above 
question. At our system’s center 
we have a magnetic sun. Impulses 
produced by that sun are transmit- 
ted through its magnetic field to 
all the planets, and heat is pro- 
duced in one of two ways: a) when 
the impulses strike the planet’s 
magnetic field: b) the impulses 
stimulate a force within the earth’s 
atmosphere that produces light and 
therefore heat. 

We can’t really prove there are 
obstacles in the way of homo sa- 
piens on other worlds. So why ac- 
cept them on such flimsy evidence? 

Are the flying saucers space 
ships from one of those other 
worlds. That is a sixty-four dol- 
lar question, but nobody has 
proved it impossible. 

In dealing with the question con- 
cerning the origin of the flying 
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saucers, it is necessary to make the 
following admissions: a) some peo- 
ple have been fooled by weather 
phenomena and astronomical dis- 
plays; b) some people have ob- 
served United States research rock- 
ets and missiles; c) some sightings 
from behind the iron curtain have 
been due to Russian research rock- 
ets, etc. The flying saucers are 
all of these things. But what about 
the mysterious vehicles that disap- 
pear into the fathomless depths 
of the sky, when chased? What 
about the round objects, seen the 
world over, that pass silently over 
cities, hover, then swoosh off at 
speeds up to 20,000 miles per hour 
and more? These too, are flying 
saucers, but they do not fit any of 
the foregoing classifications. So, 
we'll have to add another one: d) 
some people have seen space ships 
from other worlds. But if we ad- 
mit that ships from afar are in 
our midst, we are also admitting 
the possibility of an invasion from 
outer space! A typical fear people 
of this war-ridden planet have. 
And if we “admit” that, we must 
also “admit” they might be friend- 
ly. We are proud of our “ad- 
vanced” science, and yet we have 
produced more destruction than 
good. We are developing fantastic 
bombs for,our defense, and are 
blowing the whole world apart in 
the process. It has gotten to the 
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point where our weather is com- 
pletely unpredictable, and disas- 
ters such as tornadoes, volcanic 
eruptions, and earthquakes are a 
common, everyday occurrence. In 
short, what we are doing is this: 
we are fiddling dangerously with 
the magnetic zipper that holds this 
planet together. And if we con- 
tinue to “play” with that “zipper” 


One bomb too many, one too 
powerful, and nothing but pieces 
of rock to remind others of a plan- 
et that once harbored millions of 
people. Could this happen to our 
planet? Look for yourselves, just 
beyond the orbit of Mars. What 
do you see? Nothing but pieces of 
rock floating in space (astronomers 
call them asteroids) where Bode’s 
law says a planet should have been. 
Did it blow up? 

Perhaps men of other worlds, 
wiser than we, keep watch over 
our progression, ‘ever patrolling 
the earths magnetic faults, watch- 
ful to prevent the one big mistake 
that the people of that other world 
may have made. 


SAUCER SIGHTINGS 
AND NOTES 


t) London, January 24, 1954— 
Two women said they saw an illu- 
minated “flying saucer” hovering 
over the mouth of the Thames Riv- 
er today, for about ten minutes. 

2) Jan. 6, 1954—Saucer ex- 
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perts at Wright-Patterson field, 
Dayton, Ohio, have banned report- 
ers who are looking for disc data, 
from the base. 

3) Jan. 6, 1954— Scripps 
Howard papers state that: “U.S. IS 
WISE TO FLYING SAUCERS”, 
The article goes on to say, “Air- 
force knows what flying saucers 
are, but it doesn’t dare tell. For 
the time being, it’s not alarmed.” 

4) Jan. 5, 1954—During this 
week, twenty-two mysterious lights 
were sighted over the Quantico 
Marine Base in Virginia. 

5) Feb. 13, 1954—The Cleve- 
land Press ran the following head- 
line: “FIVE TO TEN SAUCERS 
SEEN EACH NIGHT”. 

6) March 1, 1954. The Cleve- 
land Press says that saucer photo, 
taken by Clevelander, has just been 
released. The Clevelander said he 
photographed the saucer while on 
duty at a Florida Army base in 
1952. 

1) February 28, 1954—Temper- 
ature in Cleveland, 59 degrees. 
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2) March 1, 1954—“Hydrogen 
device”, four times as powerful as 
expected, was exploded in the Pa- 
cific. 

3) March 1, 1954—Huge snow 
storm hit Cleveland, lasted the 
whole week. Other areas hit. 
Cleveland recorded 20.4 inches of 
snow.* (Editor’s note: The second 
time Cleveland got better than 20” 
of snow day after a bomb test.) 

4) March 2-9, 1954—Earth- 
quakes recorded all over the world. 

5) March 13, 1954—“Five 
state storm hits 150 towns.” 

6) March 15, 1954—“Eight 
dead in Georgia Tornadoes” 

7) March 16, 1954—“Miami 
shivers at 47 degrees”. 

8) March 10-17, 1954—Dust 
storms rip the south west. 

It is indeed unusual, that -the 
bad weather should last two weeks 
as in this case. However it also 
should be noted that this test was 
the most powerful of all. Are atom 
and hydrogen tests affecting the 
weather? 


Thinking In Reverse 


O you think your brain functions 
pretty well, do you? Well, 
what if we told you most of your 
thinking, which starts out right, 
comes out exactly the reverse of 
correct! That’s right — there’s a 
strange force that polarizes our 


thoughts, and we wind up doing 
bad instead of good. For instance, 
you like this magazine, and you did 
have that impulse to subscribe to 
do your bit to help it survive. Well, 
why didn’t you? Think straight! 
Subscribe this minute! 


The SEANCE CIRCLE ... 


Letters from the Undead 


Dear R. P.: 

Please let me extend the deepest 
and most heartfelt appreciation to 
your readers, many of whom have 
written me as a result of my story 
in MYSTIC about my experience 
with Space Visitors and their Fly- 
ing Saucers. Also, let me thank 
you, Ray, for launching MYSTIC, 
and its interest in the mysterious, 
but real events in our skies. This 
material age finds such a new 
magazine an oasis in the stark and 
barren world of material mirages 
of this era. I feel sure that Mystic 
will grow and become the organ we 
need. 

Circumstances have not permit- 
ted me to reply to all the letters 
sent me. But I feel that many did 
not require a reply, for there is a 
mutual understanding among us, 
and the answers come anyhow, in 
some mystic, ever penetrating way. 
The true scientists recognize that 
our senses are able to perceive only 
the effects of things. The reali- 
ties are hidden to the eye, ear, 
touch, smell and taste, but the 
mind and heart dance in the rhythm 
of the forces so hidden from us. 
Those who perceive these things 
have a reward not permitted to 
others. Keep going, Ray, and know 
that thousands of us are with you. 

Orfeo Angelucci 
2931 Glendale Blvd. 
Los Angeles 39, Calif. 


Dear Mr. Palmer: 
I have just finished reading 


your “EDITORIAL” in the August 
1954 issue of MYSTIC. As you have 
very aptly expressed my own feel- 
ings with reference to the sub- 
jects discussed in the “EDITORI- 
AL”, it is only natural that I am 
highly pleased with it. You may 
not gain a large circulation by such 
a “stand”, but I do believe you will 
make many staunch friends among 
your serious readers. It appears 
to me that one of the great needs 
of these days is the courage to 
speak out just how we feel—with- 
out first evaluating the results in 
terms of possible monetary gain. 
As long as you continue such a 
stand you can count on me as a 
reader and my support to the mag- 


azine. 


Kenneth G. Neal 
P. O. Box 277 
Hopewell Junction, N. Y. 


Your statement that “you may 
not gain a large circulation by 
such a stand” demands a comment. 
Does it mean that the great mass 
of people decry any sort of “stand”, 
look down upon “courage”, or sneer 
at “serious” péople? We have a 
hunch that none of these things 
are “circulation getters’, and that 
the real way to sell MYSTIC is to 
make it INTENSELY INTEREST- 
ING. We've long ago realized we 
aren't missionaries, and that some- 
times the lot of the missionary is 
to be boiled and eaten. All we do 
in MYSTIC is set a tempting table, 
and we think many will come to 
the feast if the food is good enough. 
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You are an example. You will not 
remain faithful if we get dull and 
uninteresting, no matter how much 
of a stand we take, and keep stand- 
ing still on itl—Rap, 


Dear Mr. Palmer: 

I have never before written to 
a Magazine, but when I came across 
your publication, I felt it was wor- 
thy of some credit. I have read 
other. magazines of this type be- 
fore, mostly Rosicrucian writings, 
he your book outdoes them all by 
ar. 

I bought your August issue yes- 
terday, and, as with all material 
dealing with such subjects as does 


Mystic magazine, I skimmed 
through Venusians Walk our 
Streets, Strange Children, In the 


Twinkling of an Eye, and the two 
following short tales with my usual 
skepticism, and was about to do the 
same thing with The Inner Cirele, 
when the words held up SLOW, 
PROCEED WITH CAUTION 
signs. This I did, and found my- 
self enthralled with the intense 
interest which is found too rare- 
ly these days. I finished the se- 
ance and returned to the front of 
the book and re-read the stories 
which I all but ignored the first 
time through, finding in them the 
same interest as The Inner Circle 
offered. 
A new loyal reader 
Terry Oehler 
809 South Third Avenue West 
Newton, Iowa 
That’s tt, Terry! Every item in 
MYSTIC is designed to give you 
that attitude. Often we fail, but 
we're delighted to see that this last 
issue had at least one “Stop, Look 
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BUDDHA INCENSE AND 
BURNER 

Many persons use the Buddha In- 
cense and Burner during study, me- 
ditation, prayer, rites, seances and 
services, or merely far fragrance and 
decarative charm in their hame. 
Buddha Sandalwood Incense is pene- 
trating and lang lasting, a true 
breath of the Mystic East. It cames 
in an unbreakable plastic squeeze 
battle far easy and ecanamical use. 
Beautifully madeled in brass, the 
Chinese Idol Burner is 334” wide 
and 4%” high. 

Special combination offer,- 

_ Buddha Incense and Burner, com- 
plete set anly $7.00. 
e 


Buddha Sandalwaod Incense alone in 
plastic battle (enaugh for 50 burn- 
ings) $2.75. 
e 

Imparted Buddha Brass Idol alone 
$4.50. 

Quantity limited. Order today 

to avoid disappointment. 
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TECHNICAL 
METAPHYSICS 


By all odds the simplest and most ef- 
fective healing method known. Not 
mental. No manipulation and no ap- 
paratus used. Easy to learn. Inexpen- 
sive. Only School in the World teach- 
ing Technical Metaphysics in this man- 


ner. 
WRITE: 


PREMIER COLLEGE 
OF 
TECHNICAL METAPHYSICS 
2532 Me Kenzie St., Dept. D., 
Vancouver 8, B.C., Canada 


PSYCHIC MAGAZINE 
AMERICAN, BRITISH AND AUSTRALIAN 
GET ACQUAINTED OFFER 


Chimes, Psychic, Observer, Prediction, Psychic 
News, Psychic Realm, Spiritual Healer, Two Worlds 
$1.00. New copies. List FREE. 


LILLIAN BOBBITT 
1609-N Tenth Avenue North, Nashville 8, Tennessee 


YoU CAN BECOME AN IMMORTAL SON OF 
GOD AND ENJOY ETERNAL LIFE 1N THE 
SPIRITUAL REALM OF GOD. And YOU CAN 
DO IT NOW — during your present lifetime. 
This is the glorious promise of Christianity. 
But Christ specifically stated that YOU MUST 
BE BORN AGAIN in order to do this. 

DO YOU KNOW HOW a man can be born 
again after he is old? Here is instruction 
which explains this age-old mystery and gives 
simple and complete Instructlons for attaining 
this DIVINE REBIRTH. 


“DIVINE REBIRTH” 


(Instruction Course) 
by Lawrence E. McDade 


Lassan One (Now Ready) $1.00 Postpaid 
ORDER NOW! SATISFACTION 
GUARANTEED 
Other lessons wlil be issued soon. 
DIVINE REBIRTH INSTITUTE 
Box 331, Dept. M-6, Phillipsburg, Kans. 


FREE! 
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& Listen!” sign in it—Rap, 


Dear Sirs: 

While in California my husband 
was walking along the road when 
some one threw a magazine out of 
a car.He brought it home and it 
was the first time I knew there 
was such a magazine on the mar- 
ket. We certainly enjoyed every 
article in it. 

I bought the August issue and 
Sunday night I am taking it over 
to the Spiritualist church with me 
where it can be passed around to 
the members. 

It seems to me this is wonderful, 
as people can get a chance to read 
things they would never know, es- 
pecially the ones who would by no 
means attend a Spiritualist Church. 

Mrs. Charles C. Jackson 

2501 S. Fourth Ave 

Tucson, Arizona 

After hearing this, we’re tempted 

to drive along the highway throw- 

ing MYSTIC magazines out of the 
window !—Rap. 


Dear Mr. Palmer: 

Congratulations on the wonder- 
ful way Mystic is shaping up. It 
has now become my favorite mag- 
azine. Glad to see you’re giving the 
B.S.R.A. some publicity with your 
Inner Circle articles. 

In your excellent answer to W. 
Wallace’s letter I particularly liked 
the part where you said: “It’s not 
a question of at what point the ape 
man became man, because he did- 
n't, but at what point the man used 
the ape for his body, and developed 
it to the thing itis today.” This bit 
of occult knowledge has been over- 
looked by so many people. One of 
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the Edgar Cayce publications, “The 
Coming of Man,” describes this. I 
don’t see how you can not believe 
in reincarnation after reading some 
of the Cayce material, and “Many 
Mansions” by Cerminara, in partic- 
ular. 
Harold S. Bradford 
P. O. Box 2035 
Dallas 21, Texas 
If I were to believe in reincarna- 
tion, it would have to be on faith. 
And would you think it wise to ac- 
cept--a thing on faith? It’s like 
saying: “Believe, and you shall 
strike oil.” But you know darned 
well that if there is no oil in the 
locality, you won't strike it no 
matter how much you believe you 
will, That is one fallacy in think- 
ing today. Belief must be founded 
on. fact! And lacking fact, you 
must have reason. For instance, 
we don’t know for a fact that Jesus 
lived, but we have so many thous- 
lands of reasons to believe he did. 
There is much evidence, enough to 
be acceptable. At least to me—and 
I don’t believe in the biblical ac- 
counts to the letter, because reason 
(and also evidence) show that bib- 
le manuscripts have been mis- 
translated, and therefore are not 
perfect evidence. Actual fact is a 
personal experience, and even then 
it is tempered by our physical (in- 
cluding the brain) interpretation of 
it, which we know can be faulty. 
In the final analysis, it is our own 
reason, using the evidence AT 
HAND that must be our basis for 
“belief”. A better word is “accep- 
tance”, Frankly, Harold, I have a 
LOT more evidence in my personal 
experience category to show that it 
isn’t reincarnation, but something 


Egyptian Fortune Teller 
Use RA-SEBA at parties or as a 
private pastime. It is loads of 
fun and easy to learn. It will 
analyze your character, give 
astonishing predictions regard- 
ing your career, health, family 
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RA-SEBA is adapted from a 
centuries-old Egyptian sooth- 
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peasant village along the Nile. 
It is played with a 16" x 21” 
board and 54 cards bearing an- 
cient Egyptian symbols. As a key 
to the secrets of the future and 
the subconscious it is comparable 
to the Ouija board. 
RA-SEBA board and cards 
with detailed instructions and 
plastic card container in at- 
tractive box, complete for 
only $3.50 postpaid. 

Order yours today! 
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This is one of the pictures (32 pages of 
them in all) contained in the amazing 
book 


THE COMING 
of the 
SAUCERS 


by 
Kenneth Arnold & Ray Palmer 


The ORIGINAL flying saucer book, 
privately published by the two men who 
started it all! Everything in this book is 
authentic, the result of PERSONAL in- 
vestigation. It was the only book which 
dared to tell the whole known truth, and 
to present the proof, the photos which 
were kept from the American public. 


Price $4.00 
Order From 


Ray Palmer 
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else, and in spite of that, I have 
not censored in the slightest the 
opinions of my readers or writers, 
But be sure that I will make an ef- 
fort to present the other side of 
the story also, and be sure that J 
will not be alone. Let’s take this 
reincarnation thing with a grain of 
salt, and THINK about it, and the 
material for thinking will be pre- 
Sented over the years in MYSTIC. 
Thats what MYSTIC’s for! The 
very fact that you “don’t see” how 
I cannot believe in reincarnation 
means you haven’t had the chance 
to consider a lot of evidence that 
l have. Believe me (after I’ve pre- 
sented my evidence, not now!) I 
have reasons to be reticent about 
going “whole hog” for the theory. 
And I admit, I may well be wrong! 
If so, MYSTIC is my only present 
hope of learning differently.—Rap. 


Dear Rap: 


Submitted, herewith, are a few 
mildly remonstrative and gently 
corrective remarks anent your 
comment in the, “Mystery in the 
News”, column of the August issue, 
relative to the mysterious wild ani- 
mal heard crying like a baby and, 
allegedly, drinking blood in the 
vicinity of Bladenboro, North Caro- 
lina: 

Am I over-sensitive, or do I 
actually detect a measure of deris- 
ive sarcasm in your remarks which, 
taken broadly, might conceivably 
be construed as a somewhat derog- 
atory concept of “The Land of the 
Long-Leaf Pine” and the denizens 
thereof? My _ personal reaction 
(not belligerent or even argumen- 
tative) is that many of the estim- 
able citizens of that great and 
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friendly commonwealth, of which 
I am a proud (but not unduly puf- 
fed-up) member, might 
idea that you are “looking down 
your nose” at them or, peradven- 
ture, just plain don’t like ’em and 
heavily discount any expectation of 
a constructive contribution from 
them. 

Now, I know and you know that 
nothing that may be said about us 
or done to us can really work us 
harm.Only our personal reaction to 
what may be said or done can ac- 
complish that result. Anyway, 


get the- 
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perhaps you didn’t intend any hurt 
at all. It did look like a pretty 
good spot for a little goodnatured 
ribbing. However, your concluding 
remark might appear to some sen- 
sitive souls as bearing slightly to 
the “left” of that tenuous line of 
demarcation between legitimate 
persiflage and downright nsult. 
Anyrate, I would say that the conno- 
tations of the statement are defin- 
itely negative and fall something 
short of the high and impersonal 
standard I should like to set for 
your very excellent publication. 


While Mystic Magazine is in its infancy, your assistance in putting it 
on a sound footing is greatly needed. The simple, positive way to 
help is to buy 12 issues in advance, thereby saving yourself 10c on 


each copy! Do it now! 


SEND IN YOUR SUBSCRIPTION TODAY 


MAIL TO: RAY PALMER, MAGAZINE SUBSCRIPTIONS, AMHERST, WISCONSIN 
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My horseback or ayeball assay 
of the mystery is, that the animal 
in question is none other than that 
fierce and quite formidable little 
creature, known colloquially as 
“bob cat” or “wild cat”. They are 
hereditary enemies of dogs, and I 
can well imagine them tearing into 
one here and there. But they’ve 
rarely been known to attack hu- 
mans. Their favorite mode of ex- 
pression is a blood-curdling scream, 
faithfully simulating the cry of a 
woman in distress, 

I would respectively point out 
that your nomenclature of “Pan- 
ther Sweat” is slightly “off the 
beam”. A better designation, and 


the one actually in use, refers to 
the product derived from another, 
but equally well known, excretory 
Anyway, 


function. (I think I’m 
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right) panthers don’t sweat! 
Hugh P. Cash 
1404% Washington St., East 
Charleston, W. Va. 
You are right on all counts, Hugh, 
except one: We meant no deroga- 
tory interpretation. If there was 
any derision there, it was directed 
to the type of newspaperman who 
would print a report of a “bob-cat” 
in this manner. Anyway, we hope 
our readers interpret some of our 
mistakes as you do, and get the 
logical answer back into their 

minds. Bob-cat it is!—Rap. 


Dear Sir: 

Inasmuch as the Very Reverend 
Floyd M. Gurley (commonly known 
as the White Thunder God) is well 
known to be the ONLY person on 
this earth to-date ever to have vis- 


Fortello 
New ... Different... 
FORTUNE TELLER 


Fortello is a big, handsome crystal 
ball mounted on a black base. But 
it's more . It’s also full of color- 
less liquid — and a set of miniature 
plastic fortune-telling cards, 

Use it as a crystal ball. Or tilt it 
and the cards shower down, arrang- 
ing themselves in fortune-telling pat- 
terns. 

A book with Fortello tells you how 
to interpret the patterns and read 
the cards. And tally sheets help 
you study your own analysis, 

Buy Fortello. Read your own for- 
tune. Its a handsome ornament as 
well. Send to Venture Bookshop. 
P.O. Box 671 Evanston, Il Only 
$4.75, including postage and hand- 
ling. 


THE SEANCE CIRCLE 


ited the planet Venus, ascent having 
been witnessed thereto by the cap- 
tain and crew members of a ship 
and space ship having been traced 
and seen by half a million people 
in the year 1947 and whereas same 
report has been completely told and 
explained (and copywrited) in the 
book White Thunder God, by Reid: 

Therefore be it advised that the 
“true story’ VENUSIANS WALK 
OUR STREETS is a lie and a hoax 
as also is the story referred to of 
the man with the “Dago” name 
who says “I rode in a flying sau- 
cer”. 

Upon the authority of the “White 
God” I quote the following: 

Venusians have a GREENISH 
skin and would be INSTANTLY 
recognized as freaks and could 
NEVER pass unnoticed among oth- 
er people as claimed. 

Venusians are NOT “little men” 
but average FOURTEEN FEET 
TALL. 

There are no ‘men and wọmen” 
of Venus. They are bisexual and 
have no such division as “men and 
women”. 

Venusians do NOT wear “navy 
style uniforms” they are ALL 
NUDISTS, Clothing has never 
in history been known upon the 
planet Venus. 


Venus does NOT have a “topog- 
raphy very similar to the earth.” It 
is a planet of millions of extinct 
volcanos and inasmuch as there has 
never been any freezing winter 
weather to break down rocks, no 
snow slides or dashing rains to 
wash down and create an earth 
style topography the whole planet 
greatly resembles the Grand Teton 
mountain range of our own west. 
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ISHTAR 


This ancient goddess was the most loved 
and powerful of all the gods of Egypt. 
If she lived today, she would undoubted- 
ly be a subscrlber to 


FATE 


because Fate magazine is the most 
loved of all periodicals devoted to true 
stories of the strange, the unknown, the 
unusual. Fate is the world’s only au- 
thentic magazine devoted to mystic and 
occult FACT. Ishtar was a legend, but 
Fate is the truth! Highly recommended 
by the editors of MYSTIC. Subscribe to- 
day, or get it at your newsstand. 


CLARK PUBLISHING COMPANY 

806 Dempster Street, Dept. M 
Evanston, illinois 

l wish to subscribe to FATE Magazine for 


(check) P 
[] 12 issues Ci 24 issues 
$3.00 $6.00 
Enclosed is [] cash [ check 


O money order for $ 


Name 
Address 
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That is, all sharp tall pointed peaks 
everywhere, 

Your man says he has been chos- 
en as the only one of all the earth 
to tell about the Venusians. What 
a farce! The whole world was told 
all about it in “WHITE THUN- 
DER GOD” many years ago, This 
book is the true life story of this 
famous missionary to the Mexican 
Indians and his large religious col- 
onies along the Pedro Martyr 
mountains of Lower California 
which have been a great subject of 
discussion all around the English 
speaking world. 

If you would like to read this 
famous biographical missionary 
work, I have a very badly pawed 
volume I’ll donate to you post paid, 

In the meantime, PLEASE don’t 


MYSTIC 


classify these other farces as 
“TRUE”. 

J. R. Latham, 

RFD 2, 

La Harpe, 

Kansas. 

P.S. The “White God” is now 


retired and is president of the Oz- 
ark Mountains Telephone Company 
near here Just nominated senator 
of Kansas. 

We always say, a letter that’s 
worth writing, is worth being print- 
ed. So, yours is printed. The re- 
sults are on your own head. First 
(and we aren’t going to beat you 
over the head, just answer as we 
see it, so it’s all in fair play), we 
will defend ourselves: Using the 
same basis you use on Vest’s story, 
the story of the Very Reverend 


“With God... 


all things are possible!” 


Å. you facing difficult Problems? Poor 
Health’ Money or Job Troubies? Love or 
Fanlı Troubles? Are you Worried about 
someone dear to you? Is some one dear to 
you Drinking too Much? Do you ever get 
Lonel, — Unhappy — Discouraged? Would 
you like to have more Happiness, Success and 
` Good Fortune” in Life? 


lf you do have any of these Problems, or 
others like them, dear friend, then here is 
wonderful NEWS — NEWS of a remarkable 
NEW WAY of PRAYER that is helping 
thousands of other men and women to glo- 
rious NEW’ happiness and joy! Whether you 
have always believed in PRAYER or not, 
this remarkable NEW WAY may bring a 
whole NEW world of happiness and joy to 
you—and very, very quickly too! 


So don't wait, dear friend. Don’t let another 
minute go by! If you are troubled, worried 
or unhappy IN ANY WAY — we invite you 
to clip this Message now and mail with 6c in 
stamps so wé can rush FULL INFORMA- 
TION to you by AIR MAIL abow this 
remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is 
helping so many others and may just as 
certainly and quickly help YOU! 


You will surely bless this day—so please 
don’t delay! Just clip this Message now and 
mail with your name, address and 6c in 
stamps to LIFE-STUDY FELLOW SHIP, Box 
8409 Noroton, Conn. We will rush this 
wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER ond 
FAITH wo you by AIR MAIL, 


THE SEANCE CIRCLE 


Floyd M. Gurley (which unfortun- 
ately we have never before heard 
about) must be a lie and a hoax. 
It’s only fair that we describe it 
so, as the standard you have used is 
the fact that an opposing tale has 
been told, and we're happy to use 
your standards. Next, we don’t 
know Mr. Angelucci’s ancestry, but 
we do know he’s an American, and 
not a “Dago”. However, that is 
beside the point. We have many 
“Dago” friends, and we always call 
them “Mr.” Third, we don’t pub- 
lish farces, However, we are re- 
lieved to note that you say: “these 
OTHER farces”, and we thank you 
for the tip, because now we won't 
waste time reading “White Thun- 
der God.” If you think it is a farce, 


THE TAROT 


World’s most ancient cards, be- 
lieved te have come from Ancient 
Egypt or Chaldea, thousands of 
years old. 


FOR DIVINATION 
FORTUNE-TELLING 
PROPHESY 


Each card has an aHegorical meaning. The pack 
divides into sets corresponding with the steps 
of Initiatian into the Mysteries of the Magi. 
Contains complete exposition of the Rites and 
Mysteries of the Tarot, the Veil of Divination, 
the Greater and Lesser Arcana. 


This set consists of: 


@One complete pack of 78 
Tarot cords, beautifully en- 
groved and printed jn two 
colors. 

@ One hord-bound book with 
two-color Ittustrattons tell- 
ing you how to use the 
cords—"The Key fo the 


PRICE for complete set 
onty $5.00 
ORDER TODAYI 
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we certainly won’t question you. 
Which would seem to settle the 
whole argument. As for Mr. Gur- 
ley, perhaps he would like to cam- 
paign in our magazine for his elec- 
tion? If he’ll.drop us a line back- 
ing you up, we'll give him a free 
plug.—Rap. 


Dear Ray: 

Congratulations on your Mystic 
Magazine and its new type of read- 
ing material — something that I 
have been looking forward to for 
quite a while. It’s not quite fully 
the new type that I have been an- 
ticipating but I assume that it will 
gradually merge into that later. I 
would call the stories by Sanandana 
Kumara the beginning you might 


lee a ee ote 


l VENTURE BOOKSHOP | 
P.O. Box 671, Evanston, ttlinols 
i Please send me your combination offer: 
| | One complete pack of 78 Tarot cards plus i 
l the book, "The Key to the Tarot” for only 
| $5.00. | 
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28-YEAR CALENDAR 
Hand-made of brass in India. 
Beautifully enameled. Set Cal- 
endar on your desk and keep it 
there for next 28 years. Turn- 
ing disks instantly adjustable 
for any date. A marvel oí 


Eastern ingenuity. 
Each $5.50 
Send check or money order 
today to 
VENTURE GIFT SHOP 


P.O. Box 671, Evanston, Ill. 


WHEREVER 
WHEELS TURN 


— Home — Workshop — Garage — 
New, Miracle Lubricant Additive 


POWDERED MOLYBDENUM SULFIDE 


Added to oil or grease, MoS: mokes friction van- 
isht All moving parts take on new and longer life. 
Widely used in Industrial Plants, this miracle all- 
purpose lubricant additive is NOW available for 
home use. 


Many months normal supply 

Cor engines ond chossis oo 33991 Sree today. 

i ohlet, “The Miracle Lubri- 

Household applionces cant", sent with each order. 
Power tools 


Electri 
ouboord moors | LUBE-ADD CO. 
Choin drives 1426 Fowler Avenue 


Form mochine 
Etc. y Evanston, Ill. 


say. 

Im very glad to see Mark Prob- 
ert and the Inner Circle gracing 
your pages and I sincerely hope 
that they will continue to do so 
as I know that it has been some- 
what of a strain on Meade Layne 
to get them before and keep them 
before the informed public. Meade 
deserves a lot of credit for the 
marvelous informative work that 
he has been doing on behalf of 
Mark Probert and his benevolent 
Friends. 

It is part of my life’s ambition 
to meet and converse with Mark 
and Irene Probert, and the Inner 
Circle. / 

Excuse my dreaming, Ray, but 
I’m trying to visualize what your 
next new magazine is going to look 
and be like. Of course you’re going 
to publish some new ones—that’s 
inevitable as you should know. I 
guess the next one will probably 
be “Etherian Transcepts”: com- 
parisons of other-world concepts as 
compared to earthly concepts 
(bridging other forms of conscious- 
ness to facilitate easier earthly 
understanding through compara- 
tively simple symbols of communi- 
cation). I guess that I should pull 
a Maury Amsterdam quote after 
the above remark. 

I presume that the center por- 
trait on the cover of the August, 
1954 MYSTIC MAGAZINE is none 
other than Yada di Shi'ite? 

If the above sounds confusing 
to you, Ray, just sit down and 
visualize a purple five pointed 
start inside a blue square—it’ll 
come to you. 

Thanks for all the pleasant read- 
ing since Amazing Stories. 


The GREATEST BOOK of the AGE 


The History of the Planet 
History of Every Major Religion... 
The History of the Human Races... 
Man’s Origin, Purpose and Destiny Revealed 


OAHSPE 


A NEW KIND OF BIBLE 
FACTUAL - INFORMATIVE - SCIENTIFIC 


Such books as OAHSPE (Meaning Sky. Earth and Spirit) are 

iven mankind but once each, 3,000 years, at the birth of a new 
cycle in man’s evolution. OAHSPE is a key to the past, a panorama 
of the present and a preview of the future. OAHSPE bridges the 
gap between the Seen and the Unseen worlds, explains psychic 
phenomena in terms one can understand, opens the mind to a 
flood of new LIGHT on life's every problem. De Luxe Edition. Flexi- 
ble Binding of Rich Blue Fabrikoid. 980 pages, 95 illustrations. 
Thirty-six books in one volume. Send coupon with ten-day money- 
back guarantee to satisfy. $5.00 postpaid. $5.50 C.O.D. 


Order from 


ESSENES OF KOSMON 
Rt. 2, Box 26A 
MONTROSE, COLORADO 


j 

| 

| 

Please send me ces copies af OAHSPE for only $5 each. | enclose Check | 

| Cosh Money Order | 
| NAME | 
| ADDRESS ) 
l CIT oni S ZONE........ STAT Eivcsteccede | 
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SEVEN CANDLE 
CANDELABRA 


Used in many ceremonies. Beauti- 
fal imported Swedish brass, hand- 
somely designed, demountable and 
swiveled for various arrangements. 
This is the most beautiful modern 
candelabra design we have ever 
seen. Complete with 48 especially- 
made candles, only $12.00. Send 
check or money order today to 


VENTURE GIFT SHOP 
P.O. Box 671, Evanston, Ill. 


FAIRY CROSSES 


We now have a limited supply of 
one of the most unusual good 
luck charms ever offered. ‘‘The 
Mystery of the Fairy Crosses” in 
the June, 1952, issue of FATE 
told the strange story of these 
cross-shaped stones which are 
found in a natural state in the 
Mountains of Virginia. Hundreds 
of FATE readers have since in- 
quired about them, and we now 
offer them to you, direct. 

Fairy crosses are of a reddish- 
brown stone and average one- 
inch in length. They are mounted 
with gold-plated eyes and can be 
worn as watch charms or necklace 
pendants. Two types are available 
— ROMAN, which is longer in 
shape, and MALTESE, whieh is 
more square. Please specify which 
type you wish when ordering. 

PRICE ONLY $1.00 EACH, 
POSTPAID 
® 


Get your Fairy Cross today from 


THE VENTURE BOOKSHOP 
P.O. Box 671, Evanston, Ill. 
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Charles R. G. Rowe 
132 Ash Avenue 
Newport News, Virginia 
Please don’t mention new maga- 
zines! The ones we have are driv- 
ing us nuts now! Yes, that was 
Yada in the center. He was flanked 
on the left by Ramon Natalli and 
on the right by Professor Luntz. 
There are more members of the 
Inner Circle, and their likenesses 
will come to you in future issues. 
We've tried to visualize the purple 
star, but all we see is creditors’ 
statements with “Please Remit” 
stamped all over them in purple 
ink.—Rap. 


Dear Mister Palmer: 

I’d sure like to’: know what the 
‘Shaver Mystery’ is. I’ve seen it 
mentioned a number of times but 
no one explains what in the heck it 
is, I’m curious. 

After reading the article on Men- 
tal Projection that appeared in the 
May issue of Mystic I decided to 
attempt it myself. After some con- 
centration I was able to project my 
senses so that I could see myself 
lying in bed. This was the first 
experience of this type that I have 
ever had.’ I was greatly impressed. 
If Mystic continues to improve as 
it has I believe it will soon be one 
of the best in its field. 

Glenn Holiday 
301 East Maple St. 
Pasadena, Texas 


The Shaver Mystery will be eg- 
plained in coming articles in MYS- 
TIC, and it will also be explained 
in a very important occult book be- 
ing prepared. MYSTIC already is 
the best in its field — you know 
why?—because it’s the only one in 


IT’S ALMOST UNCANNY 


What This BOOK Can Do For You! 
Test Its Amazing Power 


ABSOLUTELY FREE 
HEALTH, WEALTH and HAPPINESS 


are the result of right emotional and thought 
habits, declares Wing Anderson, famous psycho- 
logist and author, in a best selling new hook of 64 
Pages. Anderson, President of the National Psy- hy 
chological Institute, a non-profit corporation for Anderson 
research in psychology, has uncovered a method Wing eo 
oF reforming habits without effort while a person AIIAIOOE pAs IA 
sleeps. 

Until he was forty-five years old Anderson 
seldom made over five thousand dollars a year. 
With this seemingly miraculous technique Anderson 
raised his income to the $25-50 thousand a ycar 


Health, Wealth 
and Happiness 
While You 
Sleep 


class and he is changing the lives of hundreds. In 
his book Anderson explains how your subconscious 
can bring you HEALTH, WEALTH and HAPPI- 
NESS when it is taught to become your obedicnt 
servant and release your God-like creative powers, 
This revolutionary method is neither auto-suggestion 
nor hypnotism but is a new technique as superior 
to previously known methods as the airplane is su- 
perior to the oxcart, 

No tiresome study, no long drawn-out theories, 
no difficult things to understand. You sec at once 
things that GRIP you. They fasten themselves in 
your mind: they are new, absorbing, startling. The 
light of new understanding fills your mind and 
floods your being. 


Prove It Yourself 


Secret Revealed 


A Strange book! A book that 
seems to cast a spell over every 
person who turns its pages! And 
yet there is positively -nothing 


queer — bizarre about its results. 
The whole secret lies In this 
simple fact; everyone has sleeping 
within himself tremendous unused 
energy — extraordinary personal 


powers capable of ostonishing de- 
velopment. All you need do 13 
to release those dormant forces— 
grasp the full sweep of their 
amazing potentialitics—-then take 
them ready to do your bidding. 


You must see this amazing book for yourself. Test its influence on your own per- 


sonality. 
risk nothing. 
for yourself. 


Let it prove what it can do for you. 
There’s no obligation whatever. 


Send for it to-day, NOW. You 
Post the coupon NOW and judge 


The entire book, explaining the complete method of creating HEALTH, WEALTH 


and HAPPINESS WHILE YOU SLEEP is offered for only $1.00. 


Read it three 


hours, apply for thrce weeks the knowledge it will give you, then if you are not 
satisfied that the book has revcaled a new world of abundance to you return it 
within thirty days and get your dollar back. 


What This Free Book 
Will Show You. 


How to succeed at your work. 

How to obtain happiness. 

How to acquire self-confidence. 

How to develop your memory. 

How to overcome fear and failure. 

How to realize your ambitions. 

How to acquire polse and popu- 
larity. 

How to concentrate. 

How to gain perfect nerve control, 

How to develop a magnetic pere 
lonality. 


KOSMON PRESS, 2208 W. lith St., 
LOS ANGELES 6, CALIFORNIA 


For the dollar enclosed please send me post- 
paid a copy of HEALTH, WEALTH and HAP- 
PINESS WHILE YOU SLEEP. 


If I am not pleased with the book I may return it 
and you will immediately return my dollar to me. 


Name 


Address 
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IS SPACE FLIGHT POSSIBLE? 
Read & o 


clio 


STORIES OF SCIENCE AND FANTASY 


TALES OF Taikon ila TODAY! 


You'll voyage to strange planets and distant 
stars in the pages of America’s most excit- 


ing science fiction magazine. The thrill of 
new worlds await you! Ask for current issue 
at your newsstand today—or take advan- 
tage of special subscription offer below. 
IMAGINATION supplies the SCIENCE in 
your fiction! 


IMAGINATION 
P. O. Box 230A, Evanston, Illinols 


Tenclose cosh... check... money order for $3.00. 
Enter my subscription for 32 Issues. RUSH current 
copy to mel 

NAME__. 

ADDRESS_—_— 

CITY & STATE. 


CHINESE FORTUNE TELLER 
Shake the box until one of the set 
of numbered sticks drops out. 
The number on the stick will 
give your fortune as explained in 
the accompanying booklet. The 
oldest known method of divina- 
tion in the world, has been used 
by the Chinese for centuries. 
Makes a Tascinating party game. 
Each only $1. 

Send check el Money order to 


VENTURE GIFT SHOP 
P.O. Box 671, Evanston, Ul. 


MYSTIC 


its fieldI—Rap. 


Dear Ray: 

How come so much pessimism in 
Mystic? All this world-is-going-to- 
the-dogs, the  earth-is-a-helluva- 
place-to-live, the-end-of-the-world-— 
is-nigh kind of talk seems to 
permeate an otherwise pretty good 
magazine. I’d like to quote the 
bottom half of page 72 of. the Read- 
er’s Digest for June ’54: 

During a discussion of ‘The 
World We Want” at the New York 
Herald Tribune Youth Forum, 
Johnny B. Antillon, 18-year-old 
delegate from the Philippines, made 
the following contribution: 

“Usually, when I discuss with 
people the kind of world we want, 
they astonish me by describing a 
Utopia without cares. As for me, 
I like this world we have. I like 
living in this century—so full of 
strivings and plans that I feel part 
of a wonderful and exciting experi- 
ment. I like the suspense which 
gives life its only true zest. Let 
me have this world, with dreams 
for me to dream and problems for 
me to solve. 

“Tf I had lived before the ‘A- 
and H-bombs I might be less opti- 
mistic of the future. But today, I 
have great hope that we shall en- 
joy peace, for I feel deeply that no 
nation will start a war which none 
can possibly survive, 

“T believe that this world we 
have deserves a vote of confidence. 
With its dirt and cleanness, its ups 
and downs and its total unexpect- 
edness, it has given, through vari- 
ety, more pleasure than pain. What- 
ever else it may be, this particular 
century is still the broadest, the 


IMPORTANT OCCULT BOOKS 


1. 


2. 


3. 


5. 


11, 


THERE IS A RIVER, by Thomas 
Sugrue. The exciting ‘life story of 
Edgar Cayce — called “America’s 
greatest psychic healer.” - $5.00 
MANY MANSIONS, by Gina Cer- 
minara. Fascinating study of the 
metaphysical teachings of Edgar 
Cayce. Reveals facts about reincar- 
nation. Will give you a new 
outlook. $3.75 
FHE MYSTERY OF DEATH, by Dr. 
Josiah Oldfield. A physician of 
long experience shows how you can 
learn the secret of unlimited Ae 
3.00 
SECOND SIGHT, by Lewis Spence. 
Traces history of second sight from 
its origin in early Celtic areane 
practices, $3.50 
ENCYCLOPEDIA OF RELIGION, 
edited by Vergilius Ferm, Ph.D. A. 
must volume for serious students of 
religion and the occult, with thou- 
sands of entries on all of the great 
religious and religious figures. 


$10.00 
RELIGION AND THE NEW PSY- 
CHOLOGY, by Alson J Smith, Ex- 


plains, how, through parapsycho- 
logy, religion is finding the means 
to prove our spiritual existence. 
‘ $2.50 
GHOSTS WITH A PURPOSE, by 
Elliott O’Donnell. Fascinating col- 
lection of stories about spirits who 
warned of impending disaster. 

$3.00 
MY OCCULT DIARY, by Cornelius 


Tabori. .«Enthralling psychic cases 
collected over 40 years by famed 
Hungarian journalist. $3.50 


VERY PECULIAR PEOPLE, by E. 
J. Dingwall. Studies of five amazing 
Persons whose uncanny powers have 
never been explained. $3.50 
OCCULTISM, ITS THEORY AND 
PRACTICE, by Prof. Sirdar Ikbal 
Ali Shah. Describes spells and 
charms used by wizards, mysteries 
of the ancient secrct societies. $5.00 
THE EVIDENCE FOR SPIRIT 
HEALING, by Harry Edwards. 
Chronicles over 10,000 healings in 
past four years by Britain’s great 
healer and his associates. $4.00 
PSYCHIC SOURCE BOOK, by Alson 
J. Smith, A basic collection of ma- 
terial on psychic phenomena. 
Special low price, $3.00 


13. 


14, 


15. 


17. 


18. 


19, 


21. 


22. 


r 
| T 
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GREAT BOOK OF MAGICAL ART, 
HINDU MAGIC AND INDIAN OC- 
CULTISM, by L. W. deLaurence. 
Teaches every phase of mystic 
power. A huge book. With special 
premium offer of seven magical art 
talismans in leather case on genuine 
parchment. 

Total price $15.00 
THE COMING OF THE SAUCERS, 
by Kenneth Arnold and Raymond 
Palmer. Documentary book by two 
original researchers, $4.00 
THE MASTER KEY, by L.W. d 
Laurence. Concrete, direct and 
clear instructions on Mental Effici- 
ency. Has helped thousands get rid 
of worries and debts. $3.50 
10 LESSONS IN PRAYER. Ten 
pamphlets give you secrets of true 
prayers — the secrets as taught by 
Jesus. $2.75 
THE PROJECTION OF THE AS- 
TRAL BODY, by Sylvan Muldoon 
and Hereward Carrington. Tho 
remarkable account of Sylvan Mul- 
doon’s astral experiences. $3.50 
THE PHENOMENA OF ASTRAL 
PROJECTION, by Sylvan Muldoon 
and Hereward Carrington. Gives 
over 100 case histories on astral pro- 


jection. $3.00 
SEXUAL LIFE IN ANCIENT 
INDIA, by Prof. Johann Jacob 


Meyer. Deals with the Indian con- 
ception of love; sexual relations 
both in and outside of marriage, 
and the general position of women 
in social life. $6.50 
SEXUAL LIFE IN ANCIENT 
ROME, by Otto Kiefer. Argues that 
the Romans expressed themselves 
sadistically — as in their enjoyment 
of savage games. Illustrated. $5.00 


HE VENTURE BOOKSHOP 


.O. Box 671, Evanston, lil. l 


| Please send me postpaid, by return | 
mail, the following books listed by 
number: l 


for 
| NAME 
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Send 250 In Coin Today 
For 9 Fantastic 
Stories 


“NOT FOR THE 
SQUEAMISH” 


Nine horrifying tales by D. 
Scott-Moncrieff bring you face 
to face with the Black Mass 
where living and dead mingle 

& blood-drink- 
ing vampire 
cannibalism . 
weird terror! Send 
only 250 for this 
pocket-size. paper « 


bound book! An un- WRITE TODAY 


READERS’ SERVICE BOOK CLUB 
119 E. San Fernando St., Dept. M-9 
San Jose 13, Calif., 


OVER 33,000 WORDS! 
108 PAGES! 
SUPPLY IS LIMITED! 


“SCIENCE HARMONIZED TO GOD’S WORD” 
reveals answers to the mysteries of ‘‘Creation’’, 
“Reincamation’’, ‘‘Mental Telepathy’*, ‘‘Immor- 
tality’, “Heaven & Hell“, “Sin”, "Future, 
“New Jerusalem”, & "Flying Saucer Home & 
Mission’’ of “Peace to Earth’’, 10c each or $1 
for the 12 articles will be appreciated, but is 
not mandatory if funds last, as this movement 
is non-profit. Articles also tell of FREE large 
book en subjects. Send contributions to: 


ANTARCTICA DEVELOPMENT INTERESTS 
Box 417, Port Angeles, Washington 


mÉGOOD LUCK?: 


Love, wealth, happiness may Be 
yours. Carry the alleged Lucky 
Talisman of the Orient, Try this 
amazing charm for one week. Satis- 


facti nteed 
Mo NEY cuncea. ‘Sena aie “st wo odiy. 
BACK IF NOT coD.s $1.46. 
à D 
SATISFIED 2ivte ane sect 


Suite 5-F, Lona Island Clty 5, N.Y. 


AMBITIOUS? GRADUATE! 

Knowledge is power. Convenient home-study on all 
levels arranged for most subjets. Certificates, 
handsome diplomas mean higher earnings! Im- 
presaive degrees increase your prestige. For free 


folder No. 112 write to 


AUREA 
156 West 73 Street, New York City 
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most exciting, the most promising 
of all. 

“May this world always be as 
challenging as it is. May it al- 
ways have something to be solved, 
patched or mended. But above all, 
may this world never be a soft 
place for soft people with soft 
heads, For I want a world where 
a man, by facing his troubles, can 
prove his manhood. With a world 
of such challenge and scope, our 
lives will never be complacent, but 
they will certainly be worth living.” 


Mystic and Fate are dedicated to 
the search for truth beyond present 
scientific knowledge. That’s fine 
for those who can take the time 
and energy to do such research, but 
there are some who don’t even have 
the price of a copy of a comic book, 
or who don’t know about your mag- 
azines, or for some other reason 
can’t bother with such things. 
Seems to me that everyone ought 
to be permitted to have the same 
chance to attain heaven, the higher 
planes, or whatever you want to 
call it. Seems to me that they do 
have the same chance—I believe in 
the infinite mercy and justice of 
God. Now the people who read 
Fate and Mystic—well, let’s say at 
least some of them—read them pri- 
marily for the information to be ob- 
tained from them. (I don’t — Td 
read anything you had a hand in 
the editing of. It’s too bad you 
can’t realize how—I guess the best 
word is—fascinating you are. You 
are certainly one of the most un- 
usual persons I’ve ever had the 
pleasure to speak to, or even hear 
of.) However, some of the slop you 
print—let’s face it; you don’t ex- 
actly run the Saturday Review of 


"MUST" 
READING 


for all 


SERIOUS 


STUDENTS 
of 


PSYCHIC 
PHENOMENA 


An organized compendium of ter, Editor of FATE, says: “For 
the best writings by the world’s the first time I am glad to re- 
greatest writers on psychical commend unhesitatingly a seri- 
phenomena. Subjects include ous book of psychical research. 
Religious Ecstasy, The Heavenly I could not imagine a sounder 
Arcana, and the Mysteries of basic work; it is a small library 
Man, Time, Telepathy, Dreams in itself m 

and others. .. Robert N. Webs- 

SEND FOR THE PSYCHIC SOURCE BOOK TODAYI 


FATE Magazine 


806 Dempster Street 
Evanston, Ill, 
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Please send me „osses copies of THE PSYCHIC SOURCE BOOK for only $3 each. 1 

enclose Check Cash Money Order 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY ZONE ....... STATE 
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HYPNOTIZE 


Modern speed hypnotism taught, 


Methods revealed. You are shown 
illustrated, Many Interesting ex- 
periments, Self-hypnasis ls fully ex- 
hypnotic ‘tests glven, Learn this ex- 
oltIng faseinatlIng art. Hold your 
tertaln. A professional hypnotist 
tells you his secrets, Free catalog 
request. 

Send for the startling books $1 

“ADVANCED TECHNIQUES OF $1 

HYPNOSIS” 

ment? 

Send for new intriguing book, $1 

7&8 RPM Phonograph Record Inducing $5 

Self-Hypnosis & Group-Hypnotlsm 

1324 Wilshire Blvd., Dept. M., 
Hollywood 17, “Gatiternia 
for your Ps.D. degree and for 
your personal advancement and 
MATIC study of Metaphysics or 
Metaphysical Psychology will do 
of contentment, happiness, Solve 
mental worries. Experience the 
college. Individual help. Write 
for FREE book showing the way 
College Of Universal Truth 
508 Broadway, Desk 2, 


exactly what to say and do. Photo 
plained, Amazing results, Detalled 
rlends absolutely spellbound. En- 
of new hypnotism books sent on 
“HYPNOTISM REVEALED” 
Thought of using sleep for learning, self-develop- 
“Mental Power Through Sleep Suggestion” 
MELVIN POWERS, Master Hypnotist 
Spiritual unfoldment. SYSTE- 
much for you. Learn the secret 
revelation of Truth. Chartered 
to greater attainment. 
Chicago 40, Ill, 


A LAMA’S Last Warning To Mankind 
“AGHARTA” offers an amazing. daring 


revelatlon concerning the 
Guardians of Planet Earth, the Martians. who in 
‘Saucers’? observe Man’s progress through the 
ages. “AGHARTA” tells a fascinating story, 
bordering on the perlphery of Metaphysles. is 
well illustrated. $2.50 mailed to R. E. Dickhoff, 
Ph.D., 315 E. 107th St.. New York 29, N. Y., 


brings’ the enchanting tale of the pre-Buddhist, 
Pre-History Mystery City “AGHARTA” to you 


PRICE? YOU DETERMINE IT. THE 


OPEN WAY. CELINA, TENN. 


MYSTIC 


Literature (whatever that is)—is 
either mutually contradictory or 
downright ridiculous. Frankly, I 
think the above quotation from 
Reader’s Digest is the best possible 
refutation for all the pessimism in 
so many of your articles and fea- 
tures. How ’bout a little more on 
the brighter side? We aren’t all in 
hell, yet! At least I ain’t. I’m hav- 
ing a lot of fun. I even make a 
couple bucks now and then. May- 
be that’s why some people don’t 
like your magazines, Too gloomy. 
One of my best friends perused my 
copy of Mystic No. 5. He nearly 
went hysterical. With laughter. 
Now you know as well as I do that it 
ain’t supposed to be that funny. My 
friend knows that, too. You know, 
Ray, when you carry anything, 
even gloom, too far, it gets ridicu- 
lous. To, if you'll pardon the ex- 
pression, get the facts, you natur- 
ally have to take into account all 
the data—and if there is a question 
of the validity of the data, it must 
all be analyzed, not just what will 
fit one’s own personal theory. Sure 
life is tough. That’s what makes 
it so enjoyable. 
Philip J. Castora 
331 Ashland Ave, 
Pittsburgh 28, Pa. 
You're kind of a fascinating guy 
yourself! Actually, did we sound 
that gloomy? We didn’t mean to. 
Wewe been told many times that 
we ought to take things more seri- 
ously. Were always kidding peo- 
ple, and some of them think we 
carry that too far! But we only 
kid them to jolt, them out of a lit- 
tle rut of complacency—and we 
sometimes succeed. As for Mr. An- 
tillon, maybe we can say something 


THE 
EVIDENCE FOR SPIRIT HEALING! 


What is the truth about spirit healing? Here is a provocative 
challenge to the churches and to the medical profession. A 
chronicle of over 10,000 healings in four years by Britains 
great healer and his associates. The massive testimony con- 
tains over 6,000 extracts from reports of persons who suffered 
mainly from “incurable” diseases. Doctors and surgeons have 
called many of these healings “miracles?” The weight of this 
evidence cannot be ignored by even the most hardened skeptic. 


»—_> 


Harry Edwards’ results can't be 
been children. And thousands of 
explained away simply as “faith” 
because many of those healed have 


2 


ied 


VENTURE BOOKSHOP 
P.O. Box 671, Evanston, Ill. 


POOLE 


lease send me copies of “Th 
Evidence for Spirit Healing” for onl 
$4.00, including postage and handling. 
| enclose check, cash, money order 


successes have been due to “absent = for Z 
healing.” In many cases the patient = NAME Z 
did not even know that healing #: = 
had been requested for him. Order = ADDRESS ou... csscecesseeerenensssneessenesonees = 
this book today. Only $4.00. = = 

= CITY & STATE E 
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about what he said, and also about 
Reader’s Digest. First, sometimes 
we get a little mad at RD when 
they wave the flag and pour on 
the sentiment and get all slopped 
over with reverence. If you'll no- 
tice, they always use that policy in 
each issue. A little patriotism for 
the patriot, a little sentinent for 
the emotionally undeveloped, and 
a little (is catering the word?) to 
the various dogmatists. But nuts 
to that they sell 12,000,000 more 
magazines than I do! As for Mr, 
Antillon, I contradict a few things 
he said (and what he said was 
RD’s monthly slopping over with 
sentiment). First, that no nation 
will start a war which none can 
possiby survive. In the first place, 
no nation believes it won't survive 


MYSTIC 


such a war (meaning the A- and 
H-bomb war). Next, nations don’t 
start wars. Individuals at the head 
do. Individuals with soft heads. 
Yes, there are soft individuals— 
millions of them. Individuals lack- 
ing the guts to say their say, and 
to back down a soft-head when he 
gets to talking silly and pugnacious, 
Lots of cowards. Lots of people 
who are afraid to say “I like Mc- 
Carthy, or I don’t like McCarthy” 
until they see who wins,-in which 
case they find it safe to say “I 
like McCarthy.” And as for a soft 
world, most of us are looking for 
it. A soft, easy, socially-secured 
world where we won't have to take 
on any responsibility’ for our own 
existence. The challenge Mr. An- 
tillon is speaking of he doesn’t 


NOW! Get Amazing New Comfort and Relief with Patented 


811 Wyandotte 


RUPTURE-EASER 


T. M. Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. (A Piper Brace p 


FITTING 
REQUIRED 


e 
For Men, Women 
and Children 


RIGHT or 95 Pauble 
LEFT SIDE at 4 $495 


Strong form-fitting washable support. 
Snaps up in front. Adjustable back 
lacing and leg strap. Soft flat groin 
pad—no steel or leather bands. In- 
visible under light clothing. Also used 
as after-operation support. 


OVER 800,000 GRATEFUL USERS 


Just measure around lowest part of abdomen and 
state right or left side or double. (Note: Be sure 
to give size and side when ordering. 


PIPER BRACE CO. 
Dept. SFG-94 Kansas City 5, Mo. 
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recognize when it is before him— 
that problem being the very soft- 
heads he hopes don’t exist. This 
H-bomb world needs some hard 
heads, some clear thinking and some 
right action! And by hard heads 
we don’t mean toughies. Weve had 
enough of gangsterism. Let the 
people decide if they want war, 
and we won't have any. Our gov- 
ernments (all of them) don’t be- 
lieve the people can be trusted so 
they force them to build defenses. 


If we must have defenses, let’s go 
back to broad-butt shingles. They’re 
perfectly harmless and they make a 
whacking good noise. Sometimes we 
have a feeling the scientists and 
army men bowing off those bombs 
are just doing it to make a “whack- 
ing big noise”. We can just see 
them now, beaming at their fel- 
lows, saying: “Boyoboy, Joe, didn't 
that one go BANG, though!” Op- 
timists are always refuting pessi- 
mists by spouting optimism. But 
you don’t get to heaven by. opti- 
mism, and you don’t go to hell by 
pessimism. You go to either place 
by reading MYSTIC—as we are 
the only magazine points the way. 


The choice we leave up to you. 


As for your friend, let us know 
his name, we'll give him a free 
subscription. We like to spread 
cheer, and if he gets as big a kick 
out of it as that, we’re a real suc- 
cess! But, we'd also like to know 
WHAT he was laughing at. If we 
can find out, maybe our next mag- 
azine will be a humor mag! And 
lastly, whats that word “validity” 
mean? Shaver'’s Alphabet, for in- 
stance, says it is a “detriment to 
value”. —Rap. 


WHAT WOULD YOU DO 


if you found 


A GOOD THING? 


You'd pass it on to your friends, 
wouldn't you? Well, that’s exactly 
what Ray Palmer is doing in this ad, 
which is a personal endorsement. 
You know how he grouses about the 
way things fall apart ten minutes 
after you buy them, or they fail 
entirely to perform thelr purpose? 
Shoddy products from shoddy work- 
men, he calis them, and he suspects 
it’s a deliberate inferiority com- 
ponent to cheat you. So when he 
finds something that's really good 
but hasn't a chance because it’s 
put out by an honest man who can't 
buck the big BUSINESS boys, he 
baliyhoos it. You see, Ray's had 
darfdruff for years, and no product 
he ever bought did a bit of good. 
Then, through Ken Arnold, he met 
Guy L. Turner, of Boise, Idaho. 
Weil, Guy has a hair treatment that 
licked Ray's dandruff in ten days! 
Although Guy doesn’t claim it, the 
stuff cures a lot of skin ailments, 
not only scalp ailments. At least it 
cured his wife’s rash. So, if you’re 
like Ray, and appreciate an honest 
man and an honest product, here’s 
his tip to you: Get 


TURN-ER’S 


It Turns Hair Back To Its 
Natural Color, And It Cures 
Dandruff Positively. 


ONE BOTTLE WILL DO IT! 
$5.00 


WRITE: 


GUY L. TURNER 


Box 145-P 
BOISE, IDAHO 
And Tell Him Ray Sent You 


OVERCOMING 


BACK TROUBLE 


How to Gain FAST Relief! 


Start using these step-by-step techniques FREE 
—in the privacy of your own home! No gadgets— 
nothing to buy—yet these simple methods offer 
effective relief for over 80% of people who now 
suffer from back pains! 


IF YOU Suffer From:—= 


e aching across your upper back 

e fatigue in your shoulders 

è soreness shooting from base of neck fo 
back of head and downward 

e weakness in hips and loins 

e shooting pain down your right or left leg 

e or other muscular discomforts 


GET H. J. Thompson’s dramatic new book—‘‘Overcoming Back 
Trouble.” It takes the mystery out of back ailments. tells you 
what to do for relief from: slipped disc, sacroiliac pains, lumbago, 
sciatica, twists, sprains, etc. Offers you positive help for almost 
ANY kind of back trouble due to muscular weakness—through a 
NEW method recommended by leading doctors! 

A well-known Philadelphia orthopaedic surgeon says: “I commend 
without reservation the views expressed in this book.” 
FREE TRIAL: Examine this book for 10 days absolutely FREE, 
Then either remit the low price of $3.95 plus postage—or return 
the book and owe nothing. Mail the coupon below NOW. 


Prentice-Hall, Inc., Dept. T-SSF-954A 

Englewood Cliffs, New Jersey 

Send me OVERCOMING BACK TROUBLE for 10 days FREE trial. At the 
end of that time, I will either send you just $3.95 plus postage in full payment 
—or return the book and owe nothing. 

Name 


Address 
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MEET the ten top space research 
scientists. LEARN their actual plans 
for breaking through the space bar- 
rier. SEE their błue prints for a 
3-stage atomic rocket that will travel 
to the moon. READ how they solve 
the problems of building a giant Space 
Station — 1705 miles above the earth. 


OMNIBUS OF SCIENCE- 
FICTION 


43 top stories by outstanding 
authors.. stories of start- 
ting inventions... of visi- 
tors from Outer Space... 
Adventure in Dimension, 562 
thrill-packed pages. 


THE ASTOUNDING SCIENCE- 
FICTION ANTHOLOGY 

The cream of the best tales 
skimmed from a dozen years 
of Astounding Science-Fic- 
tion Magazine by its editor, 
John W. Campbell, Jr. 


THE CAVES OF STEEL 
by lsaac Asimov 


Robots are the most hated 
creatures on earth. They've 


HERE ARE THE FACTS 
AND PROBLEMS OF REACHING OUTER SPACE! 


THE LIGHTS IN THE SKY 


Here in this big. brand-new book, 
t Across the Space Frontier.” are all 


the facts about the great adventure 
awaiting man — the actual explora- 
tion and conquest of space! 


of these Complete New Masterpieces of 


SCIENCE-FICTION 


MEMBER- 


held by 


SEND NO MONEY 
Just Mail Coupon 


We know you will enjoy member- 
ship in this unusual new book club. 
TO PROVE it, we are making this 
amazing offer to new members! 
Your choice of ANY 3 of the new 
Science-Fiction masterpieces de- 
scribed here AT ONLY $1 FOR 
ALL THREE. Two books are 
your gift for joining, and one is 


p. ee 


been taking over scarce jobs 
humans, 
noted robot scientist is mur- 
dered. Detective Baley hasto 
track down the killer. 
i And—he's given a robot 
asa partner! 


ARE STARS 

by Frederic Brown 

U. S, Space pioneers have al- 
ready conquered Venus, 
Mars the Moon. Now. to 
reach Jupitcr one man and 
woman will do anything... 
ANYTHING 
BORNLEADER 

by J T. Mcintosh 

The strange story of the last 
rocket ship to leave doomed 
Earth — and the would-be 
dictator who couldu’'t find 
the people he was trying to 
conquer! 


Then a 


SHIP 


SANDS OF MARS 

by Arthur C. Clarke 
You're the first Earth-Man 
to rocket crash onto the wild 
Martian desert — the first 
to find yourself face-to-face 
with — aliving MARTIAN! 


WEST OF THE SUN 

by Edgar Pangborn 

A band of 21st Century scien- 
tists... four men and two 
girs...are shipwrecked” 
onan unknown planet billions 
of mites from Earth! 
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| WHICH 3 Do You Want for Only $1.00? 


| SCIENCE-FICTION BOOK CLUB, Dept. MM-!0 Garden City, New York 


Please rush the 3 books checked below, as my gift books and first 
| selection, Bill me only $1 for all 3 (plus few cents shipping charges | 
and enroll me as a member. Every month send the Club's free bulle- l 


tin, ‘Things to 


Come,” so that I may decide whether I wish to 


receive the coming selection, For each book I accept, I will pay onio 
[si plus shipping. I do not have to take a book every month (onh 
pour during time I am a member) — and I may resign at any time] 


after accepting four selections. 


] SPECIAL NO-RISK GUARANTEE: If not delighted, I may return all] 


F] Across the Space Frontier 


| Astounding Anthology € 


books in 7 days, pay nothing and this membership will be canceited 
O Lights in the Sky 
O Omnibus af Science Fiction | 


L Born Leader 
E 


E : come C Sonds of Mors | 

your first Club selection. This lib- | Coves of Steel O West of the Sun 
eral offer may have to be with- [iNamenees tenes sheer A e aire Eterna nad ere | 

. ~ . >. 
drawnat any time. Somailcougon | Addres ane a rosandacesnneoees l 
RIGIIT NOW to: [citys ORES FEO OO AG eet ee ASY, oma] 
Selection price in Cz í A s 3 

SCIENCE-FICTION BOOK CLUB, | Address Science-Fiction Club, 108 Bond st. Toronto 2 | 
Dept. MM-10 Garden City, N. Y. L (Offer good only in U. S. and Canada) l 


THE FASCINATING FACTS ABOUT 


by the leading Scientists 
in the world! 


actual plans tor the exploration and conquest of space. In this 
big, brand-new book, “Across The Space Frontier," expert» like 
Willy Ley preview actual plans tor a -stage atomic rocket ship 
> the first flight to the moon . . . the construction ot a 
powerlul giant space station — 1705 miles above the earth! 


Tells what the conquest of space will mean to your future. How 
man can survive in space. How the man-made Space Station will 
be the greatest torce for peace or tlle most terrible weapon of war 
ever known. lucludes actual blue prints and diagrams tor an atomic 
rocket ship . . . a round-the-moou ship . . . a space suit 
é and a Space Station, 250 feet iu diameter. Turns amazing 
science-fiction dreains into even more thrilling FACTS! 


AT LAST! The world's ten top space research scientists reveal their 


NOT Fiction 
but Thrilling 
Science 
FACTS of The 
Future by Ten 
Top Space Sci- 
entists Incldd- 
ing: Willy Ley 
. Chesley 
Bonéstell « Dr, 
Heinz Haber, 


OF THESE 
MASTERPIECES 
OF THRILLING 


wxxw SCIENCE FICTIO 


OF TOMORROW 
IS HERE TODAY! a a 
WELCOME to the new Science- b $ Omnibus of Yous 


Fiction Book Club Now vou 


can get the cream of the best ft E O, 
new Science-Fiction thrillers for “ey & SCIENC 

FICTION 

03 rei Le i 


only $1 each (plus few cents 

shipping) — even though they à 
cost $?.50 and up in publishers’ z 
editions. You need take only jia 


four books a vear vet vou 
can still enjoy this sensational 
low price. 


And on this special intro- 
ductory offer vou are invited to 
select any 3 of the books shown 
here (and described on the 
other side) for only $1. Each is 
a brand-new. full-length, full- 
size science-fiction thriller. A 
$7.50 to $10.45 value — yours 
for only $1! Read about them — 
then mail the coupon (on other 
side) now! 


See other side for Details! 


PLEIE ainsi 


